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PART ONE 

By Ethel Lc Vane 


I 

The Marten Looten 


T he boat-train from Southampton was over an hour 
late arriving at Waterloo Station. One of London’s 
famed November fogs blanketed the city and its 
environs. A tall, loose-limbed American peered out of his 
compartment window. '‘A traditional British welcome,” he 
obser\’cd Swiftly and decisively he secured a porter, and 
tipped the man gcneiously. 

“Taxi, sir?” the porter beamed and, helping the traveller 
and his two suitcases into a creaking automobile asked: 
‘^here to, sir?” 

“Dorchester ’Otcl?” the taxi-driver queried. “You mean 
Dorchester ’Ouse.” 

“No, I don’t want Dorchester House. I want the Dorchester 
Hotel,” the American replied firmly. The middle-aged Cock- 
ney taxi-driver^ pressed down the accelerator and his taxicab 
responded with a jerk which caused its passenger to sit squarely 
back in his scat. Soon, however, traffic slow’^ed down to a crawl, 
and the driver peered enqmringly at his fare. “An interestin’ 
lookin’ gent,” he thought. “Soberly dressed, too, for a Yank. 
No dazzlin’ bright necktie like so many of them wear — real 
shockers. Could almost be mistaken for an Englishman, ’e 
could, except for ’is twang. But then any English gentleman 
would ’avc known that Dorchester ’Ouse and the Dorchester 
’Otel was one and th^samc place.” 

As traffic moved forward at snap’s pace the taxi-driver 
became garrulous. 

“When I was a nipper, Dorchester ’Ouse was one of 
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London’s great town ’ouses,” he said. “A^jcauty, too, she was ! 
I just ’ated to see ’er bein’ pulled down to make v^ay for that 
luxury ’otcl. Every time one of them ancestral ’omes goes it 
seems to me that another bit of old England’s gone. Me and 
the missus — ^we like to stroll round the old squares, and see 
them lovely big ’ouses and watch the gentry come and go. At 
the rate London’s movin’ everything’ll soon be flats, or office 
buildiu’s, or ’otels.” 

His emphasis of the latter caused the American to smile and 
think: “This guy seems to have a down on ’otels.” The loqua- 
cious taxi-driver continued: 

“I’m afraid old England’s in for a bad time — I don’t ’old 
witli Chamberlain and that Munich Pact. ’Itler’s a bad egg. 
’E needs puttin’ in ’is place noio, I says.” 

Traffic lights, changing from red to green, pierced the sooty 
fog and absorbed the driver’s attention. Thankfully, his 
passenger relaxed. Accustomed to American taxi-drivers and 
their spontaneous and uninvited conversation, tliis was the 
first time he had encountered a talkative cabbie in England: 
always polite, they were generally more taciturn- than friendly. 

With a feeling of relief that they had reached dieir destina- 
tion wthout mishap the American entertJd ^London’s Dor- 
chester Hotel. Its warm, brightly lit interior, scented with 
mingled perfumes from the florist’s stand, gay with magazines 
on the newstand, made a luxurious contrast to the misty 
exterior. 

He checked in, and was shown to an attractive suite of rooms 
on the fourth floor, overlooking Hyde Park. Several messages 
and telegrams awaited him. He unpacked, took a warm 
shower, changed his clothes; refreshed, he was leisurely reading 
his correspondence when the Dutchman arrived. The two men 
greeted each other cordially. 

“It’%a pleasure to see you agjiin, sir. You look well — as fit 
as ever.” 
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“So do you, Muelicr.” 

His visitor had changed httle in appearance during their 
many years of acquaintanceship, thought the American. Short 
and corpulent, Iiis round face and frank grey eyes blinking 
owlishly from bcliind frameless spectacles, belied his shrewd 
‘art dealer and critic’ reputation. Only Iiis hair was noticeably 
different, it had thinned almost to baldness. 

“One can’t cheat time,” Mueller observed with a philo- 
sophical nod. “I’m losing my hair and adding to my girth; 
typically Dutch.” 

The American suppressed a smile: Mueller so obviously 
epitomized the universal idea of a typical Dutchman — ^blond, 
bland, pot-bellied and serene. 

In t\h the art dealer mentally appraised his client. Of sinular 
age — both were in their middle forties — he contrasted the 
other man’s athletic five feet eleven with his own stocky five 
feet six, and decided that Nature had not endowed him as 
generously as she might have done. 

The American’s hair was still plentiful, but a sprinkling of 
grey was now evident among the light-brown. Strong facial 
bone-structure accentuated his features into a lean, clean-cut 
profile. Of almost mask-like coldness, his face bore a pre- 
occupied and seriorus expression until he snulcd. 

Mueller wondered why his client’s smile was so intrequcnt. 
Transforming that first impression of a stern and even for- 
bidding character, a boyish Equality revealed itself The light 
blue eyes widened and took on all the keenness of their native 
Mid-West. Undoubtedly the American was a complex indi- 
vidual, sensitive though of inflexible purpose. 

“So we got it, Mueller !” 

“Yes, sir. The ‘Marten Looten’ is now yours for the sum of 
one hundred and two, thousand guilders — exactly sixty-five 
thousand dollars.” 

“How much did Mensing pay for it at the H[olford 
sale?” 
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“Three hundred and tliirty thousand guilders.” 

“Uinmin-m,” the American mused. “I authorized you to 
bid higher — if necessary — because the experts believed it would 
sell for at least a hiuidred thousand dollars. I wonder why it 
didn’t fetch more? Was die bidding brisk?” 

“Just the reverse, sir. Godesberg has been a severe scare; 
war seemed imminent. Frankly, if the ‘Night Watch’ itself 
had been up for auction I doubt whether that masterpiece 
would have brought fifty per cent, of its true value.” 

His companion smiled wryly. “Yet thcy’lLprobably yell long 
and loud when they discover that another ‘Rembrandt’ lias 
gone to America. People usually wake up after their horse has 
quit its stable ! Mensing — ^with the best of intentions couldn’t 
persuade your Government to acquire this treasure.” 

The Dutch art dealer shrugged his shoulders with resigna- 
tion. “Anton Mensing owned the Looten portrait for ten 
years; his lifelong ambition was to restore Holland’s treasures 
to Holland. He, personally, tried to buy back many important 
paintings which had left the Netherlands. According to 
rumour he succeeded only in this one instance. Incidentally 
this hotel was formerly the Holford town house. During Sir 
George Lindsay Holford’s lifetime this was the home of your 
Rembrandt.” 

“rJorchester House, of course! How stupid of me not to 
realize it.” The American related his experience of the voluble 
cabbie, and then asked: “Wasn’t the ‘Marten Looten’ exliibited 
in London, also?” 

“Yes. After Mensing bought it in ’28 it was displayed at an 
‘Exhibition of Dutch Art’ at die Royal Academy. If I recall 
correctly, that was early in ’29,” 

“Three hundred and thirty thousand guilders ten years ago — 
today one hundred and two thousand,” the American rumin- 
ated. “It hardly seems equitable. Yet, who am I — to question? 
It was^n honest sale; you werc^the highest bidder; and I now 
own my first Rembrandt. It’s an exciting purchase, Mueller. 
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By the way, did •anyone know for whom you were 
bidding?” 

In reply, the Dutchman drew a sheet of newspaper out of liis 
sombre tweed jacket pocket and, translating from Dutch into 
English, he read aloud: 

“That which we are afraid of has become grim reality. 
Rembrandt’s famous portrait of Marten Looten, brought back 
to this coimtry in 1928 by Anton Mensing, has been purchased, 
it is said, on behalf of an unnamed American. Must this old 
Amsterdam figuro be doomed to c^^ntinue its nomadic exist- 
ence? 

“May I keep tliis newspaper?” 

“Certainly,” replied Mueller. “It’s true that the Looten has 
been a \\ inderer. Where did you first see it, sir?” 

“At Boymann’s Museum in Rotterdam. Remember the 
‘Rembrandt Expi'isition’ there? In all, about forty works were 
displayed. After seeing most of them, I was shown into a 
smaller, semi-private room where only four paintings himg. 
These, according to my informant, were outstanding works 
of art — the choice of the collection. They were very" fine, 
as you can doubtless recall. Of those four, one impressed 
me forcibly — the Marten Looten portrait. I hadn’t followed the 
liistory of this (;aifvas, in fact, I was actually seeing it for the 
first time. For some indefinable reason, that painting liaunieu 
me; it has the same magnetic quality of the ‘Night Watch’. 
Once seen, one cannot forget it, 

“It’s many years since I saw the Looten portrait, yet I 
remember every detail of it vividly. I’ve often wondered just 
why this painting fascinated me, Mueller. Was it Rembrandt’s 
superb artistry? Or was it some unique characteristic of liis 
subject? 

“No one seems to i)c very fimiliar with Marten I.ootei 
or his ancestry. Now that I own tiie painting. I’d like to 
investigate its backgroiuid. I Igiow some of the chroiu>Iogical 
liistory of thc^canvas. It first left Holland over a century ago, 
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was acquired by Napoleon Bonaparte’s uflclc. Cardinal Fesch — 
while he was French Ambassador to the Vatican — and when 
he died in 1845, it was sold with his other possessions. 

“In diose days it fetched what was considered to be a mighty 
high price — ^about four thousand, five hundred dollars. In 
1849 die Looten appeared in the Coningham Collection, 
somewhere near London. One year later the Holfords bought 
it for die low figure of eight hundred pounds. Tliat family 
made a handsome profit! Anton Mousing paid twenty-six 
thousand guineas for the portrait at Chrisrie’s auction in 
1928. The pendulum of art-values certainly swings to 
extremes I” 

“I was delighted when you cabled me to represent you,” 
the art dealer told his client. “But the war scare which recently 
swept Europe played havoc with the art-world markets. 
Most works realried only half of what we expected. All 
your purchases were good — those seventeendi-ccntury Dutch 
paintings — Kalf’s ‘StiU Life’ and Pickenoy’s ‘Portrait of an 
Unknown Lady’. Of course there’s only one ‘Marten Looten’. 
Whenever you decide to undertake its investigation, sir, I’d 
like to offer you my help.” 

“And I’ll gladly accept it, Mueller. Meanwhile, how about 
joining me for dinner.” 

The hotel restaurant was filled for the most part with 
immaculately groomed diners. Observing that the newcomers 
were not wearing formal evening clothes, the mattre d'hotel 
discreetly seated them at an unobtrusive comer table. 

The American commented upon this die-liard British custom 
of formal dress for dining. He liked it, yet preferred 
less formality in his own everyday living. Mueller 
admired the cream-and-gold ddcor of the room, its attractive 
chandeliers, its conservative ambience. 

“The Dorchester is a fine hotel,” his client concurred. “It’s 
the first time I’ve stayed here. I’m usually at the Ritz. This is 
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to be a quick trip and I don’t particularly want it known that 
I’m in town; hence my change of address.” 

He went on to say that he intended loaning his Rembrandt 
and odier paintings from his varied art collection to the 
World’s Fair in New York, an event scheduled to take place 
early in 1939. The pictures would be displayed at the Arts 
Pavilion in the section, “Works of Great Masters”. 

“I understand, sir, you have a superb collection of eigh- 
teenth-century French furniture.” 

“Well, I have a<fcw important pieces, and some beautiful 
Savonnerie carpets — rare ones. My tapestry collection is, I 
believe, considered really fine. It includes some of the best 
Beauvais Bouchers in the world.” 

“Arc ; wu adding to your collection?” 

“To some part of it. I’ve got a few ancient marbles — Greek 
and early Roman — and some day I’d like to build a small but 
choice sculpture gallery.” 

'‘Any silver?” queried the art dealer with sharpening interest. 

“A little — Georgian, mostly. I’m not what you’d call an 
avid or extensive collector, Mueller. I like to concentrate on 
choice items of museum quality.” 

“Will your collection ever be open to the public?” 

The Americai^ thought before replying. Then he ^.lii slowly, 
“I have loaned some of my treasures to museums anS art 
exhibitions from time to time. The public has seen them on 
tliose occasions. Frankly, I’ve not given much thought to invit- 
ing public viewing of my own collection. But maybe — later.” 

Conversation veered to the controversial topic of how and 
why art collectors arc “bom”. 

“An inherent love of beauty and all things beautiful,” the 
American suggested without hesitation. 

The Dutchman smiled and benevolently shrugged his 
shoulders. “A dealer discovers many reasons, sir. To some, 
collecting works of art is purely an investment — a bijsincss. 
To others, it jncans surrounding themselves with rare and 
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lovely objects of which they have an intfinsic appreciation yet 
no classical knowledge whatsoever. Then there’s die group 
who collect only works of great value, irrespective of whcdier 
they’re beautiful or not. It flatters dicir ego to possess famous 
art-objects, and enhances their own importance in the eyes of 
their friends and associates.” 

“In my opinion,” said the American, “many collectors 
belong in the category of frustrated artists. They themselves 
lack creative ability, yet appreciate beauty of symmetry and 
hue — ^blending of coloin. They have a ccctain sensitivity — an 
imaginative gift — ^but no talent for artistic self-expression.” 

His evaluation was shrewd and deep; he was not — as 
Mueller had sometimes suspected — merely an individual with 
acquisitive habits and enough money to indulge liis wliims. 
Sincerely appreciative of the arts, he commanded the art 
dealer’s respect. 

While diey talked die Dutchman’s opinion of his client 
increased in respect. The latter, he now discovered, h*ad 
recently written a book entitled pAiropc in the Eighteenth 
Century. And the vast amount of research this subject entailed 
had added to both liis knowledge and understanding of art in 
general. He could speak several languages and had used his 
linguistic talent in the study of old, obscure books, often 
available only in a foreign tongue. In tliis manner he gained 
much rare information, beyond the knowledge of even the 
widely experienced art dealer. 

“Where did you learn so many languages?” the Dutchman 
enquired with mounting interest. “In my experience, Ameri- 
cans attach httle importance to foreign languages. Most 
Europeans are familiar with one other than their native 
tongue; it’s more or less a necessity. But you, sir, I must con- 
fess, surprise me.” 

A fleeting smile brightened his client’s face. “I was carried 
away,by the subject, Mueller I’m not usually dais talkative. 

I studied languages at school, and have spent %_good deal of 
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time in Europe. My*love of artistic expression is, I suppose, 
inherited from my fatlier. He had an intelligent appreciation of 
die arts even though he never had much time for collecting. 
And as you of all people must know, serious collecting takes 
up one’s time.” 

Conversation returned to the American’s recent journey 
across die Atlantic. 

“It was a fair crossing for November — only one rough day. 
When you cabled me that you’d completed the Rembrandt 
purchase and would be in London, I had by good fortune to 
do some business here. A happy coincidence! ^’ow, I’d like 
nodiing better than to extend my visit and go on to Holland 
where I could explore the Looten background. But it’s 
impOiMbic, diis trip. 

“All that seems to be known about this painting is that it was 
Rembrandt’s second commissioned portrait. His first, of 
Nicholaes Ruts, is — as you know — ^in the Pierpont Morgan 
collection. There’s a lot of data available on Ruts, but scarcely 
anything on Marten Looten.” 

“When do you expect to visit Holland, sir?” 

“Oh, some time during next year. Possibly in the fall of ’39.” 

The autumn of 1939, however, did not find tli'' .irt-l<jving 
American in Holland. As the Cockney taxi-driver had so 
grimly prophesied, Old En^and was in for a bad time. And 
so was most of Europe. For Prime Minister Neville Chamber- 
lain’s much-hoped-for Munich Pact proved a fiasco. World 
War Two was declared. . . . 

It was late August of 1949 when the American arrived in 
Holland. By arrangement, the Dutchman was on hand to 
greet his client at Rotterdam. Afi^r complying with the 
necessary Customs and Immigration tormalities they drove in 
Mueller’s newly imported Buick car to Amsterdam. 

The inteptening years had not drastically changed the 
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physical appearance of either man. The American was still lean 
of frame and keen of eye, though liis hair was greyer at the 
temples. The Dutchman, rotund as ever, was now almost bald, 
yet his face was still youthfully untroubled and unlined. The 
only visible change was an acute nervous blink of his eyes 
behind their framclcss spectacles. 

After the American had checked in at the Amstel Hotel, they 
both sat out of doors on its terrace overlooking the Amstel 
River, wliich was alive with tug-boats and*all manner of small 
and medium-sized craft, conveying varied cargo across the 
city by river and through canals. 

“A delightful old city, Amsterdam — ^Venice of the north! 
Tell me something about life over here during these past years, 
Mueller. How was the Occupation?” 

The Dutchman shrugged his shoulders. “It was hard, very 
hard. But it’s past history, nowadays. Naturally, it wasn’t easy 
to take. We endured much. For some, the hardships were less 
bearable than for others. I was one of the lucky ones. An old 
bachelor is spared the more serious responsibilities of a family 

93 

man. 

He changed the subject so abruptly that liis companion did 
not pursue the matter. The German occupation of liis native 
Holland was obviously a phase of living wliich Mueller 
preferred to forget — ^if he could. So they began to discuss ways 
and means of investigating the ‘marten Lootcn’^ 

“As you once observed, sir, our Dutch people woke 
up after their horse had left its stable. Interest in Rem- 
brandt’s ‘Marten Loo ten’ was revived after the canvas was 
shipped to the United States. There was, in fact, strong 
criticism of both the Netherlands’ Government and die 
Rijksmuscura for permitting an ‘unnamed American’ to 
acquire this national treasure. It caused much public resent- 
ment, rln some quarters there’s 
today’s dollar power.” 
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There was a pre^iant silence betore his companion said 
quietly: 

“I can understand the resentment. Nations like to keep 
their lutional treasures. But what a short-sighted policy! 
Spreading Dutch culture across the world surely enhances 
Dutch prestige? If the ‘Marten Looten’ had stayed in Holland, 
relatively few people would have known it. As it is, hundreds 
of thousands now have an opportunity of seeing it. The paint- 
ing has been shown at tlic New York World’s Fair, the Metro- 
politan Museum in»Ncw York City, the Chicago Art Institute 
in Chicago, and now it’s at the Los Angeles Museum in 
Southern California. I wonder when Europeans will stop 
thinking of Americans as Red Indians or Wild West cowboys; 
as an iincuiiurcd, uncultivated people? We’re young; but we’re 
learning, Mueller. And fast! Art, like music, is universal. It’s 
meant to be shared, not hoarded.” 

h. was the first time tlie art dealer had seen his client angry 
or on the defensive. “I’m sorry,” he apologized. “I thought it 
better to inform you of the facts.” 

‘‘It’s a natural reaction, I suppose. Let’s go over to the 
Rijksniuscum before it closes.” The American was still 
smarting .and abrupt. 

The Rijksmuseum buzzed witli die chatter of people of many 
nationahties.^ American and, English, however, appeared to 
dominate diis tourist invasion. In the large gallery, where 
Rembrandt’s famed ‘‘Night Watch” was displayed, a party of 
schoolchildren giggled. They were reprimanded by a teacher 
accompanying them. 

‘‘It’s magnificent, simply magnificent!” die American 
exclaimed. ‘‘Whenever I see tliis painting I feel that I’d trade 
my entire collection just to own this single masterpiece.” 

‘‘One of die Netherlands’ greatest treasures,” the Dutchman 
said proudly. 

They walked through and around some of the other 
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galleries, admiring “Syndics of the Cloth'Hall,” which symbo- 
lized Rembrandt’s third period (having been acclaimed as its 
most successful contribution), and the sombre but beautiful 
“Jewish Bride” before returning to again look at the “Night 
Watch,” which was painted in Rembrandt’s middle, or second 
period. 

This picture had recently been cleaned, and a new angle of 
lighting showed it to the best advantage. The giggling school- 
children had left, and there were now only tlirec or four people 
in the gallery. They, too, gazed reverently upon the master 
work. 

Art dealer and client both agreed that this portrait and tlic 
“Marten Looten” held the same “magic”. Altliough painted 
in different periods of Rembrandt’s career — dte “Looten” 
helped him to fame, the “Night Watch” marked his decline — 
the mystery of that unsurpassed genius of hght and shade was 
evident in both. All the unique quality was tlierc — Rem- 
brandt’s profound knowledge of human nature, the blend of 
tragic power, humour and poetry. His insight into the character 
of his sitter was unrivalled: fused ideaUsm and rcahsm, drama 
in action. 

Mueller proclaimed that Marten Looten could assuredly 
have been one of the many figures depicted in the “Night 
Watch”, so similar were their characteristics. . . . The “Night 
Watch” — ^a painting of the Cit^ Company of Amsterdam — 
failed to satisfy Rembrandt’s cHents and tliey refused to pay 
him for it. Controversy raged. When it was finished, most of 
the sitters declared that their faces were bad likenesses, out of 
focus or distorted, and not recognizable. 

One and all they refused to accept this treatment of light 
and shade, this painting which was destined to be proclaimed 
a masterpiece — one of Rembrandt’s n^o greatest contributions 
to the world, and to the cultural grandeur of Holland. . . . 

Th<i American could hardly tear himself away from the 
canvas. Still drinking in its beauty, he said: “And to think that 
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Rembrandt died hcr^, at the age of sixty-three, in the Amster- 
dam which now honours liim — bankrupt, suffering privation, 
and forgotten.’’ 

The Dutchman was discreetly silent. 

Next day tliey drove to The Hague, the Dutch capital, and 
at tlie Mauritshuis, Holland’s National Museum, saw another 
of Rembrandt’s great paintings, “The Anatomy Lesson of 
Professor Nicholas Tulp”. Like his first commissioned portrait 
of an important Amsterdam merchant, Nicholaes Ruts, and, 
later, Marten Looten, this portrait of eight persons grouped 
around a corpse was painted in Rembrandt’s first or early 
manner. And the same year that he painted Marten Looten. 

“No \..,/ider they call him the Shakespeare of Holland,” 
said the American. 

. . . Rembrandt Harmensz Lugdunensis — known as Rem- 
brandt Van Rijn — was only twx'iity-^ix years old when, in 
1632, he painted the “Anatomy Lesson” which made his name 
as an outstanding portrait painter. He was acclaimed as one of 
the great discoveries of the period, extolled as poet as well as 
painter. Critics and public alike praised the power and skill of 
the young artist.^ From then onwards Rembrandt’s c arccr was 
spectacular. Commissions poured in. I Ic began to teach? and 
later had as many as seventy pupils, among whom were 
Gerard Dou, Ferdinand Bol* HcTiiiann Flinck, and Nicholas 
Macs. Rembrandt’s work excelled in every branch, and as an 
etcher his technique and power of suggestion have never been 
equalled. . . . 

Critics unanimously praised the “Anatomy Lesson”. It was 
yoimg, full of vigour, exciting, original. Later, some main- 
tained that the “Night JVatch” (painted ten years afterwards — 
in 1642) more tlian equalled it. The tragic truth, however, was 
that during the second phase of Rembrandt’s career (i(^o-5o) 
public taste had changed; die artist was no longer fashionable. 
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Some of his pupils, in fact, became popular at the expense of 
their former teacher. 

The Dutch people then — ^as now — preferred Rembrandt’s 
first maimer of soUd and realistic painting, somewhat like Van 
Dyck, but witli greater power and insight. In his second period, 
Rembrandt painted with a broader brush and more emphasis 
on hght and shade. His contemporaries were puzzled and 
discomerted. 

His third period or pliase — 1650 until his death in 1669 — ^was 
marked by a still greater departure. His, painting became a 
study in light and shade, colour and contrasting colour. 

Today most critics prefer his third manner because it is 
farthest removed from the photographic — that bStc noir of the 
modem painter and critic. 

Rembrandt’s contemporaries, however, liked his tliird 
manner even less than his second. Complaining that the faces 
of his subjects were unrecognizable, they denounced liim for 
having abandoned the solid ground of Renaissance paintiiig 
(which he had so enriched and glorified in his first manner) for 
the quicksands of the experimental and the unicalistic. 

“Would it interest you to see another phase of the Netlier- 
lands — our new dykes?’’ the art dealer asked his client. 

“A certainly would. I’m told that your great Sea Barrier is 
a remarkable feat of engiucering.’’ 

“Fantastic !’’ the American exclaimed when tlwfy got out of 
the car. “What a sight ! On my left, as far as die eye can reach, 
the cold expanse of the North Sea. On my right, the old 
Zuyder Zee — ^and Holland patiendy reclaiming her land from 
the water, inch by inch. It’s quite fantastic! I’ve always 
bcheved that the United States was the land of engineering 
genius. But this must equal anything^ we’ve got. It’s a great 
achievement. You can righdy l5c proud of it.’’ 

Thq two men stood in awed silence watching man — the 
pygmy — subdue and even conquer Nature, the giant. Mueller 
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explained the presences ot what appeared to be a series of wire- 
pegged cages. 

“They’re eel-nets. Smoked eel is one of Holland’s national 
delicacies. You must taste some.” 

. . . Leiden, they decided, would be their next stop — ^Leiden 
the birthplace of Rembrandt van Rijn, and where the Looten 
family once resided. 

Leiden was far from being the sleepy little market town the 
American had envisaged. “It’s sure clianged in these past three 
hundred years,” he declared. “All tlic pictures I’ve ever seen 
show it to be little more than a village. 1 guess lu those days a 
trip to the big city, Amstcldam — as it was called tlieii — was 
a moj^j vent in any Dutchman’s life, Rembrandt’s included.” 

Leiden was now a modern, thriving little town, its main 
street dotted with shops of every description, including 
department stores and even a branch of an American multiple 
five-and-ten-cent store. 

“The march of time,” said the Dutchman, proud that even 
the villages of his country were keeping up with the times. 
He found his companion to be an energetic and indefatigable 
sightseer; it was an effort to keep pace with him. Mueller also 
discovered tliat the American possessed a uniquv faculty of 
recapturing the past and reconstructing life as he imagined 
it to be in other days. Visitors to Holland — Americans in 
particular — focused the average Dutchman’s attention upon 
monuments and places of liistorical and national interest so 
casually accepted as part of the everyday horizon, commented 
the art dealer. 

“We’re a naturally inquisitive breed, Mueller: always 
curious to find out what’s on the other side of the mountain. 
It’s part of our pionect inheritance.” 

Leiden produced several important links in the chain they 
were trying to assemble. 
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Rembrandt’s fadier, a prosperous mill(!r, had evidently bc<ai 
acquainted with the wealthy Looten family; he may, indeed, 
have been on friendly terms with diem. The son Marten, some 
twenty years Rembrandt van Rijn’s senior, had moved to 
Amsterdam when still a youth; thus, they conjectured that the 
artist’s association must have been with the Looten family 
radier than with Marten as an individual. It was probable, they 
thought, that when Rembrandt’s father died in the latter part 
of 1631 and Rembrandt himself moved to Amsterdam, he 
had called upon their former neighbour?. Nor was it un- 
hkely that Marten Looten — ^by then a man in his middle 
forties — ^had taken an interest in the energetic, ambitious 
yoimg painter from liis former home town. He might even 
have helped him financially, as well as socially, vjas their final 
summing up. 

Neither man considered this visit to Leiden a wasted effort 
as they drove back to Amsterdam. . . . 

Mueller had made arrangements for bodi of thenx to visit the 
city’s Municipal Archives on the following Monday. Widi 
much tact he had enlisted the aid of Charles van Hoboken — 
Chief of Researfch there who promised to supply whatever 
information he could. Van Hoboken was naturally curious as 
to why the art dealer should suddenly want to investigate the 
“Marten Looten”. Not wishing to digress too far from the 
truth and aware of existing resentment against the “unnamed 
American”, Mueller discreetly intimated tliat his chent was 
compiling background material preparatory to writing yet 
another article on Rembrandt, for eventual publication in the 
United States of America. 

It was Sunday, the sun shone and thc.latc August day was as 
balmy as June. 

Arriving at the Amstcl Hotel around mid-moniing, MuoUcr 
telephoned to his chent from the lobby and suggested that they 
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meet on the terrace. The American joined him within a matter 
of minutes. 

“Another glorious day,” he began. “Amsterdam is surely 
giving us lovely weather. The river seems sort of quiet, though : 
there’s hardly any water traffic as compared with weekdays. 
But your houseboats make a picturesque scene. It’s all so neat 
and tidy-looking, Just clean as a whistle. I fike your city, 
Mueller.” 

The latter beamed. “It’s not difficult to fall in love with 
Amsterdam. And talking of the picturesque, sir, liave you seen 
Volcndam, or Marken?” 

“No, I haven’t.” 

The Dutchman consulted a large, old-fashioned silver watch, 
perhan. ' Amily heirloom, wliich he took from his blue serge 
waistcoat pocket. His companion again had occasion to hide 
a smile. Mueller always dressed as one expected a typical 
Dutchman to dress — in sombre grey most of the time, blue 
serge on Sunday. 

“We can visit both places today, if you’d fike to, providing 
we leave here immediately.” 

“Swell ! That’s fine witli me. There’s not much else we can 
do today, anyway.” 

Volendam, with its residents wearing their traditional 
centuries-old costumes, the women’s bomiets snow-wliite and 
stiffly starched for “Sunday liest”, fascinated tlie American. It 
was turning over a page into the past. And comparisons were 
even more incongruous when he recalled how modem and 
streamlined the ancient village of Leiden had now become. 

The streets were thronged with people, for Volendam’s 
Catholic populace were just coming out of church. The 
Dutchman stopped his far and simultaneously two young boys 
jumped on to the running board, c.ae on either side. They 
volunteered to show die strangers around town. 

“Simday or no Sunday,” Mueller said, “they're always 
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on the look-out for a few guilders. I don’t think their priest 
would approve.” 

“What the heck! Kids are kids the world over.” The 
American dug into Iiis pocket. “Here.” He handed each 
youngster a silver coin and like well-trained soldiers they 
jumped to the ground, opened the doors and stood at attention, 
waiting for both men to step down on to the sidewalk. 

The boys proved excellent guides, and after a couple of 
hours the American concluded that he had seen everything of 
interest there was to be seen in ancient Volcndam, including 
its starkly simple though inspiring church. 

The Dutch art dealer admitted that although he had visited 
this unique tliirteenth-century village on previous occasions, 
this was the first time he had been inside a house, typifying 
Volendam’s family life. 

It was a tiny house. Its owner — a tiny hunch-backed elderly 
woman — ^appeared delighted to have an opportunity of show- 
ing the visitors its quaint furnishings and explaining their 
traditional significance and usage. 

As they emerged into the street from out of its narrow 
doorway, the American exclaimed: 

“You’re right, Mueller. This is picturesque! I’m indebted 
to you for bringing me here.” 

“ihe compliment should be reversed, sir. Without you, I 
would never have explored Volcndam so thoroughly. Now 
we’ll have to drive back to Monnikendam in order to get a 
boat for the island of Marken widi its fifteen hundred people 
in twelfth-century costumes.” 

The tourist season was virtually over, and the art dealer and 
his client were the only paying passengers on the boat. Its 
skipper was accompanied by his wife and two young cliildren. 
The woman wore Marken’s traditional coiffure, a fashion 
which«has remained unchanged throughout the centuries. Her 
flaxen hair was clipped short at tlic back, the two sides left as 
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long as the hair woiilS grow and braided into two plaits, one 
hanging over each shoulder, while short straight bangs — or a 
fringe — adorned her broad forehead. 

The boat trip was smooth, the Gouw-Zee calm, and in 
twenty minutes they anchored at the wharf in Marken’s 
picturesque harbour. 

Here, as at Volcndam, the American felt the tlirill of the past. 

With the skipper and his family, they explored this quaint 
twelfth-century fishing village, where, but for the addition 
of electricity and •running water, almost everydiing had 
remained stationary for hiuidreds of years. 

All the island cliildrcn were dressed alike until they were six 
years of age. None had their hair cut; all wore skirts; and the 
only 'me could distinguish a girl from a boy was that the 
latter had a red circle of cloth sewn on to the back of his small, 
round cap. 

They went into one of the tiny houses— just as they had 
done at Volcndam — and discovered that such visits were 
a regular “tourist procedure”. On this occasion their hostess 
was a cheerful old character. Gaily, she produced photographs 
of herself taken with some of the illustrious personalities who 
had visited the island during its summer season. 

“/ am the M^c ‘West of Markcn,” she proudly declared, 
showing them letters addressed simply to “Mae West, iSand 
of Marken, Holland”. In this^ house the typical cupboard bed 
was so high that a Beddebankje stood by its side to enable 
one to climb in. At the foot a cradle was built-in — “for the 
baby”, Mae West explained “I am fifty. My husband is a . 
fisherman. We have ten children.” And to the visitors’ 
astonishment, a door opened and children came tumbling out 
of what appeared to be a large closet, but was in reality 
another small living-roQm. It seemed incredible that so many 
humans could live in such a confined !»pacc. 

“Boys!” Mac West proudly indicated the red circles on 
their caps. “Girls!” She spim the children around, one by 
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one, for the visitors' inspection. All were rosy-chcckccl and 
fiaxen-haired as dolls, with wide china-blue eyes staring 
solemnly out at the world. 

Always avid for information, the American chatted with 
their hostess, whose English was a mixture of American idioms 
and polyglot phrases picked up, parrot-fashion, from the 
tourists. She informed him that a generation’s old semi-feud 
existed between die residents of Marken and Volendam. 
Marken’s aU-Protestant people had Uttle sympadiy or under- 
standing with Volendam’s wholly Catholic commiuiity. On 
the rare occasions when there was intermarriage and the bride 
or groom — as the case might be — had been converted to 
Catholicism, the “oHcnders” were ostracized by the Islanders; 
even disdained and disowned by dicir families. However, the 
people of Marken, like those of Volendam, generally inter- 
married, thus most of the islanders were related and had 
become one enormous family. 

Twilight was casting its silver sh.idows upon die rippling 
water when the two passengers finally re-embarked for the 
mainland. The American was laden with small packages. 

“Always the collector,” Mueller teased. His compairion 
smiled wryly. “I’m a pushover for souvenirs. They’re cute 
ashtrays, though. And the woodcuts arc amusing. They’ll be 
fine for a Lanaii, or a Rumpus ^Loom.” 

. . . On the following Monday monxing the American set 
out for Amsterdam’s Municipal Archives. It was only a short 
walk from the Amstcl Hotel along a pleasant, tree-lined street 
beside a canal. A feeling of suppressed excitement pervaded 
him. He had thoroughly enjoyed visiting the museums includ- 
ing the “Six House” with its world-fiimous family treasures, 
exploring Amsterdam, and sightseeing in its environs. Now 
a prijjie purpose of his visit to Holland was getting under 
way. For a moment the face of Marten Looten flashed before 
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him — those soft yet penetrating eyes seemed those of a friend. 
And just as tliis portrait had haunted him from the time he had 
first seen it at the Boymann Exposition in Rotterdam, so its 
intangible appeal still beckoned. He was impelled to find out 
more about this painting and its subject. 

Mueller and Charles van Hoboken — Chief of Research at 
the Municipal Archives — ^greeted liim on liis arrival. Van 
Hoboken understood and spoke but Httle Enghsh, so Mueller 
acted as interpreter. It was a pleasure, he relayed, to provide 
whatever material was available. True, many books in many 
languages had already been written about Rembrandt. Yet 
there was always room for another, even if only one hitherto 
unknowii fact concerning the Master and his work could be 
uncarHh- ^ '^nd given to the world. 

Van Hoboken had iilrcady assembled some old files and 
excerpts from files for the author to investigate. He offered 
the visitors access to his private office where they could delve 
into this material at their leisure. His courtesy and consideration 
were typical of the treatment accorded the American by all the 
Dutch people he had met. He was impressed and appreciative. 

The art dealer translated, his client made notes, and at the 
end of three hours they returned to the Amstel Hotel, where 
the latter typed^ his memoranda on the “Baby Hermes” 
portable typewriter which accompanied his travels. 

That evening, dining in the hotel suite, both men chrono- 
logically reconstructed die data acquired. 

First, they convinced themselves diat writer Fritz Lugt's 
summing-up was correct. Despite all dispute and controversy 
Marten Looten had been a successful and importani merchant, 
and as such was not entitled to the prefix of Professor, as was 
so often claimed. Fritz Lugt had also discovered a descendant 
of the Looten family-^-onc P. van Eaghen, and he in turn 
had re-created a family tree, a copy of which van Hoboken 
made available. Its contents disproved another long-ac(5Cptcd 
dicory — ^namely that the Marten Looten, whose marriage to 
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Cliristinc Rutgers in 1652, inspired th* famous Dutch poet, 
Joost van den Vondcl, to compose a poem dedicated to this 
occasion was die subject of Rembrandt’s portrait. 

Carefully, adroidy, the material was shaped by Mueller’s 
ideas and his companion’s quick perception into the skeleton 
of their story. Like the pieces of a puzzle, fact and fiction were 
fitted together; the latter was eliminated, and the tangible was 
substituted for the imaginary. 

It was die American who suggested, “Let’s call it a day. I 
believe we’ve broken the back of our story, and I’m more 
than grateful for your help. Shall we meet at die Archives at, 
say, ten in the morning?” 

The art dealer needed no persuading, for he too seemed tired. 
After he left, his client again re-read: 

“The Looten family originally came from Aardenburg. 
They were staunch Reformists, fanatical in their bcHefs, and 
when threatened by religious persecution the entire family 
moved to Houndschootc in French Flanders. At that time — 
around 1550 — Houndschoote was fimous for its prosperous 
textile industry, especially silk-weaving and blanket-making. 
It was there, in 1553, that Dirck Looten, father of the Marten 
Looten immortalized by Rembrandt, was bom. 

“By all accounts, Houndschootc proved tq be a prosperous 
haven for the Looten family, and outstandingly so for Dirck 
and his brother Jacob. In 1582, however, Spanish troops 
invaded the city and set it on fire. Jacob was killed and Dirck, 
placing his brother’s infant son in a blanket, fled from the 
burning town, which old chronicles described as a “blazing 
inferno”. Familiar with the city of Brugge, Dirck went there 
and settled down once more to prosper in business and raise 
a family. It was in Brugge that Marten, youngest of the seven 
Looten children, was bom. 

“All went well for some years, until religious persecution 
flaredfUp again. The Lootens fled from city, town, and village 
until they finally sought refuge at the home of their ancestors. 
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Aardcnburg welcomed them back. Dirck became a brewer, 
Official Receiver, aiid eventually Mayor — a position once 
occupied by his grandfather. It seemed that wherever they 
settled the Looten family were de* lined to do well in business 
and achieve financial success. Unfortunately, their deep 
religious convictions still proved a barrier to permanent 
security. Fleeing, as did their ancestors before them, from 
Aardenburg, they chose Aachen — only speedily to change 
residences again. This time they chose Leiden. 

“Leiden was fist becoming the textile, blanket and silk- 
weaving centre in Holland. With Dirck’s thorough [vUowJcdge 
of this industry, it was therefore a logical choice. Before long 
he was established and writing another chapter of his phe- 
nomeiiji suce\Aa story. In this small town, free from religious 
prejudice, the Looten family eventually came into their own 
both in a business and social sense. When Dirck Looten died in 
1623, it was runuHired that he had bequeathed to each of his 
seven children an inheritance of one ton of gold.” 

The American chuckK'd to himself as he re-read this state- 
ment. “A ton of gold each — seven tons of gold. Imagine what 
it would have meant in that day and age.” His own mental 
reservation was that Dirck Looten’s fortune Ind become 
something of a fable', and was grossly exaggerated. 

He stood up and stretched himself h had been a long day 
and he was tired. A pleasant tiredness, though. Passiiig thoughts 
flitted across liis mind. “How' many art-lovers or collectors 
ever took the time or trouble to investigate the inner precincts 
of their treasures? Acquiring an important w’ork of art pro- 
vided an undeniable thrill. But exploring its creation enriched 
and imbued the treasure widi life.” Stimulated by his thoughts, 
he decided to take a short walk before retiring. 

Some of the Amstel Hotel staff speculated upon the identity 
of the tall, serious-looking individual who so seldom snjiled, 
“Something of a mystery” was the general opinion. Most of 
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the time they saw him with Mucller/thc art dealer, whom 
many knew by name and reputation. And it was observed 
that on die rare occasions when he was in the hotel lounge or 
lobby alone, the American was absorbed in a copy of Baedeker. 

Tuesday was a facsimile of Monday. The art dealer, his 
client and van Hoboken met at the Municipal Archives. Van 
Hoboken was delighted that his files had provided such useful 
and valuable information, and he now produced copies ot 
many articles which had been published over a period of years. 
Some dealt with the portrait itself, others argued the interpre- 
tation of a letter which Marten Looten held in his hand. The 
Chief of Research was sparing no effort. And once again the 
American had justifiable cause to reflect upon this good- 
neighbour policy of the Dutch people. Afterwards, back at 
the Amstel Hotel, he confided: 

“One diing f d surely like to do — and that is to convince my 
critics here that all Americans arc not ignorant or unapprecia- 
tive of your centuries-old culture. Td also like to dispel their 
animosity toward ‘An uimamed American*.” 

His companion smiled understandingly. “Don’t let Professor 
van Dillen’s article, distress you, sir. It’s somewhat critical, I 
admit. But then he’s an intensely patriotic l^utchman.” 

It was well past midnight by the time the art dealer left, and 
his client re-read that day’s additions to the Looten saga: 

“Some of the Looten children, including Marten, left 
Leiden and took up residence in Amsterdam, tlicn known as 
Amstcldam. Marten, with two or three of his sisters and 
brothers, were converted to the Baptist faith. In the year t6o8 
they purchased citizenship of the city of Amstcldam. In 
October of the year 1617, Marten^Looten, then thirty-one 
years old, martied Cecilia Lups, aged twenty-one, who came 
froi^ Dalcn.” The American noted with special interest that 
although thirty-one years of age it was still necessary for 
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Marten Lootcn to obtain liis father’s consent to his marriage. 
And although Dirck — his father — ^was not in Leiden for his 
son’s weddijig, but delivered his consent in writing, this 
signature had to be legally verified by Marten’s older brother, 
Charles. 

At this point he was confronted by a mental facsimile of tlie 
Rembrandt portrait. As always, he felt the impact of Marten 
Looten’s personality. Knowledge of the man’s family back- 
ground was throwing light on a character hitherto inexplicable. 

Despite a handsome and serious ficc, soft, penetrating and 
intelligent eyes, an air of self-assurance, Marten Lootcn was 
profoundly insecure. The youngest of seven cliildrcn he was 
in constant competition with the older members of his family. 
Especially vms he overshadowed by Charles, whose life he 
emulated to a marked degree. Like him, he became com- 
mercially interested in grain, and traded successfully with both 
the Baltic and Mediterranean as an active member of Amster- 
dam’s Stock Exchange. But he never succeeded in gaining the 
eminence of his brother Charles, who served on the City 
Council, was a Burgomaster, and whose fortune pyramided as 
his business expanded with clockwork regularity. In con- 
sequence, Marten developed a sensitivity which bordered upon 
an inferiority compfex. 

In spite of his fashionable clothes, his poise, his carefully 
trimmed bcajd, there w^as ai^ underlying inner conflict — an 
“over-anxiety to please” — ^which only now showed itself to 
the American. This combination of strength and weakness 
attracted him and at the same time aroused his compassion. 

He continued to read: “As a member of the Baptist com- 
munity, Marten Looten took a serious view of religion and 
preferred iindogmatic piety and a sober attitude towards life. 
Yet, not being devoid of worldly desires, he fitted well into 
that milieu of Amsterdam Meiinouites. 

“Following the example of another prosperous Amstetdam 
merchant Nicolaes Ruts, Marten Looten commissioned the 
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yoiing and much-discusscd artist, Rembrandt, to paint his 
portrait, and by so doing momentarily stood in the hmclight. 
After this event, he purcliased a large house and grounds on 
the western side of the Keizcrgracht, in Amsterdam, for four 
tliousand six hundred guilders from die heiis of Harmcn 
Harmensz — the baker. 

“Old chronicles listing this purcliase and its limits, read: 
‘Marten Lnoten on the northern side and the same passageway 
on the southern side, stretcliing frotn the street back to the 
hall of Looten.’ ” 

. . . The American imagined that this “hall of Looten” must 
have been the salon in which Marten hung his treasured 
portrait. Understanding something of the sitter’s character, 
he now wondered what significance could be attached to the 
letter held in liis hand. Was it amithcr attempt to establish 
himself as a personality — to raise his prestige — this flaunting 
declaration of his personal friendship with an artist so rapidly 
gaining fame? He decided to piece nsgether the interesting 
theory of this letter on the following day. . . . 

The two men continued to reconstruct the “Looten Story” 
in the hotel suite rather than in van Hoboken’s office at the 
Municipal Archives. There, they had ni.adt- c.opious notes from 
the many files; they had ample material to work on. After a 
while Mueller said: 

“I suppose you can accept whichever interpretation you 
prefer. For myself. I’ve never had any confidence in I )r. Kat’s 
diagnosis of the mysterious handwriting. I’ve always felt, 
somewhat like Dr. Bredius, that the ‘Looten letter’ as inter- 
preted by Dr. Kat’s supposedly infallible chemical-optical 
method, drew attention to Dr. Kat, but did little to decipher 
what has long puzzled the experts.” 

The American’s light blue eyes widened with interest. “This 
is an, angle of the portrait that we in the States know little 
about. I believed the letter to be part of the decor — like a chair. 
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This is an unexpected twist — the dispute of its text. And what 
a mass of opinions ! Dr. Kat, Dr. Bredius, Dr. Sterck, Professor 
van Dillen, Dr. Sclimidt-Dcgener. It seems that Kat really 
started something. It might be a good idea to quote his 
conclusions in full and then give some of the reactions, in 
brief.” 

The art dealer nodded approval and his client read aloud: 
“With regard to the letter wliich Marten Looten holds in his 
hand, Dr. J. W. Kat has made a startling announcement. He 
maintains that he has been able to decipher these scribblings, 
which have always been regarded as being illegible. Rem- 
brandt, he said, wrote to Marten Looten as follows: 

'"Marten Looten. XI 7 / January 1632. 

Lotuly u as for me Amsterdam, your company , friendship, 
just gave me unforgettable peace created from an endless respect. 

{Signed) JI.H.L.” 

“This opinion started a violent controversy, wliich, in turn, 
revived interest in the portrait. Article after article appeared in 
newspapers and magazines, agreeing with, disagreeing with, 
applauding and condemning Dr. Kat's findings. Suddenly it 
became important to know whether the letter was tlie expres- 
sion of a warm ^itlidship, presumably shared by Looten and 
Rembrandt, or merely a business communication, perhaps 
confirming an appointment for a sitting; or even discussing 
the price to te paid for this portrait. Investigation of its text 
had aKvays been difficult since the letter ivas folded. Also die 
letters of the w'ords, being painted in perspective, grew steadily 
smaller, and to decipher some of them \vas regarded as well- 
nigh impossible. Only the monogram R.H.L. was com- 
paratively large and could not be disputed. 

“When first interviewed. Dr. Kat refused to furnish any 
details concerning his chemical-optical ^^roccss, which had 
supposedly achieved this amazing result. Later, in a punished 
article, he dealt with his interpretation word for word, doing 
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his utmost to uphold and defend his arguments against the 
barrage of criticism. ‘A linking up of improbabilities and wild 
hypotheses,’ wrote Professor van Dillen. 

“None of the expert graphologists confirmed any part of 
Dr. Kat’s findings; only Professor Brugmans showed any 
inclination to endorse his discipherings. Others strongly 
repudiated its value, calling it ‘pure fiction’: ‘not seventeenth- 
century language’ : ‘entirely contrary to the general conception 
of how Rembrandt felt’. For during that period of time he was 
a strong young man, full of the joy of life, h.ippy to be living 
in Amsterdam and thrilled with his early taste of success. 
There was no reason for this melancholia or sentimentality, as 
suggested by Dr. Kat. Yet it could not be denied that Marten 
Looten did spend his earlier years in Leiden, and in all pro- 
bability knew Rembrandt, who was some twenty years his 
junior, from those days.’’ 

“And why,’’ demanded die American, as he finished read- 
ing, “could it not be assumed that the normally exuberant and 
optimisric Rembrandt would not have had some quiet, retro- 
spective, and even sad moments? Most people do. An artist is 
privileged to indulge in a variety of moods.” 

“It’s a reasonable supposition. Somehow, though. Dr. 
Kat’s interpretation sounded too smooth. It didn’t seem 
possible that where all the experts had failed he should 
succeed.” 

“Are you sure there wasn’t any personal animosity toward 
Dr. Kat because he was a medical man and not an art expert? 
The sort of feeling that he was invading your holy territory?” 

His companion made no comment, and he went on: 

“Frankly, tlic text is still an unsolved riddle. And since no 
one else has offered any explanation which makes sense, let’s 
give Marten Looten the benefit of th<; doubt. Let’s assume that 
he did become a close friend of Rembrandt. Maybe Looten did 
help Rembrandt in his early days here. It’s not too far-fetched 
that, despite the painter’s artistic success, he was lonely — deep 
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down uiside. An acquaintance troni home often inspires a 
warm feeling of ‘belonging" where newer friends fail. 

“Personally, Tm amazed that so mucli time and importance 
has been given to the letter and its text. I wonder what 
prompted this interest?” He indicated a desk under the window, 
piled high with books of reference and the miscellaneous notes 
they had assembled at the Archives. “At least a dozen articles 
were published dealing with its interpretation — arguing for 
and against.” 

“It all started after Dr. Kat visited the Rijksniuseum’s 
‘Rembrandt Exhibition’ late in 1929,” Mueller explained. 
“From all accounts, Dr. Kat was much impressed by the 
Looten portrait’s magnetism. Also about that time the Dutch 
Press was loudly applauding Mensing, who, they WTOte, had 
rendered our nation a great service by bringing ‘tliis old 
Amsterdam figure back to the city where he had lived and 
worked’. As you will doubtless recall, until that time no one 
in Holland had seen this painting.” 

Mueller continued: “According to reports — and, of course, 
I can’t vouch for their accuracy — Dr. Kat went on a business 
trip to Middelburg shortly thereafter. I le stayed at .an old iim, 
die Verseput, and was intrigued by the proprietor’s name — 
A. Looten. 

“That night, after his business was concluded. Dr. Kat 
talked with the proprietor, wdio showed him some old family 
pictures. He* said liis family had once owned an ancestral 
portrait painted by Rembrandt. His grandfather — unaware 
that diis work was a Rembrandt — had sold it for the paltry 
sum of tliirty-six guilders. 

“Then, to Dr. Kat’s surprise, the innkeeper produced 
postcard reproductions of the ‘Marten Looten’. The man had 
read in the Press how tl^is canvas brought three hundred and 
tliirty thousand guilders at an auction ' London. He was 
firmly convinced that the painting his grandfather had sojd for 
thirty-six guilders and this portrait were one and the same. 
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“Dr. Kat pointed out that there was tindisputablc evidence 
of this canvas leaving the Netherlands at least a century earlier. 
So, concluding that A. Looten’s ancestral Rembrandt was in 
all probability a copy of the original, he dismissed it from his 
mind.” 

The attentive listener interrupted: “But that doesn’t explain 
Dr. Kat’s interest in the letter.” 

The art dealer hesitated before continuing: “I presume this 
incident aroused Dr. Kat’s curiosity. Upon his return to 
Amsterdam from Middelburg he evidently examined the 
painting in greater detail. It’s said he referred to the subject’s 
pose as being sheer gemus.” 

Reading an excerpt from one of the several articles, he 
quoted : 

“ ‘Marten Looten is turning toward the right yet looking 
at the viewer, so that his features and expression i:re fully 
exposed. Drama is added to the pose by his wide-brimmed hat 
and sweeping black cloak. He holds the right hand to his 
breast, and a letter in his left hand.’ 

“Perhaps tlie letter assumed such importance because so very 
few of Rembrandt’s writings are known to the world?” 

“It’s a logical reason, no doubt.” 

“Chances are if these learned doctors -and professors had 
given more time and thought to investigating Marten Looten 
as a human being, they might have discovered a more direct 
clue to the text,” the AmcricanVemarked with feeling. 

Mueller picked up another of the articles under discussion 
and commented : 

“Dr. Sterck was the first authority to disagree with Dr. Kat’s 
version. In his article entitled ‘The Real Meaning’ he writes: 
‘A touching romantic meaning has been read into these four 
lines, wliich was to have proved a revelation of Itembrandt’s 
inner life during his early stay in Amsterdam. A Medicus has 
furnished a really professional diagnosis. And without a 
moment’s doubt — something which incidentally one might 
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expect of a Medicus— he concludes that Rembrandt made this 
declaration. It is a great pity that Dr. Kat kept his chemical- 
optical method a secret; it creates mistrust.’ ” 

He continued to read aloud: “ ‘l<.embrandt at that time was 
living in the home of Hendrick Uijlenburgh, a wealthy man 
who was later to become his brotlier-in-law. Jacob van 
Zweiten, who reported that on July 26th, 1632, he sent a 
representative to discuss some legal business with Rembrandt, 
was assured that the artist was active, in good health, and 
greatly invigorated by his work. Quite contrary to any 
sentimental melancholia such as Dr. Kat would have us 
believe.’ ” 

“In another article. Dr. van Rickcvorsel offers his learned 
dissertation, and confirms that Rembrandt w:is always in- 
vigorated by his work,” the American remarked. “In his 
opinion^the artist gave Marten Looten this letter to hold in 
order to please him, and — as a sitter — to put him in a good 
frame of mind. An attitude which Rembrandt always sought 
to reflect. Dr. van Rickcvorsel maintains this document was 
simply an accessory to make Looten’s pose more natural and 
expressive. He believes that Rembrandt might have wanted 
to make tlie letter appear genuine by painting a few wxirds on 
it, here and there. Like its opening — ‘Honourable or Esteemed 
Sir’ — w'hich was an accepted seventeenth-century greeting; its 
ending, and, of course, the monogram. I gather that no one 
disputes its Juthcnticir\’. Sterck is certainly rabid about Dr. 
Kat’s ‘quasi-scientific findings’ as he calls them. He really digs 
into him.” 

“Dr. Stcrck also specializes in deciphering seventeenth- 
century handwritings. He acquired considerable experience 
when studying the Vondel documents, wfliicli he deciphered,” 
the Dutch art dealer added. 

I lis client, engrossed in this subject, quoted an excerpt from 
one of the printed articles he picked up at random. 

“1 see Dr. Sterck’s condemnation, ‘This is m>thing but the 
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The Dutchman’s bland countenance was unusually alert and 
expressive. “It is exciting,” he agreed, “even for a hard-headed 
dealer hke myself. We seldom delve deeply into the back- 
ground of ;my art object. That die work is genuine and has 
a brief authentic history of ownership is as far as we get.” 

“Practically all of die expert graphologists repudiate Dr. 
Kat’s claim, even to calling it an elegant hypothesis,” said the 
American. “Dr. Schmidt Dcgener says the word ‘Marten’ is 
actually Matcio, the Latin dative. He’s convinced the letter 
isn’t just idle scribblings, but docs contain a message, possibly 
a business message relating to his client. Perhaps confirming a 
sitting? All in all, I believe Dr. Kat’s interest in the ‘Marten 
Looten’ must have added to its value. Your goveniment should 
have been on their toes to acquire a Rembrandt which was so 
highly publicized — apart from any other factors! Of course, 
this article ends like so many do: ‘This portrait has been 
bought privately by an imnamed Americ.an, and will therefore 
leave this country.’ ” 

It was obvious to Mueller that his companion w’as becoming 
increasingly sensitive about these refereneq^ to hinuelf. At first 
irritated, he later discoimtcd them as being unimportant — even 
amusing. Reading article after article, in which the same note 
was struck, he grew thoughtful. The art deSlqr who had always 
respected his client’s desire for .monymity, was puzzled. 

Now, thumbing through Professor van Dillen’s extensive 
study, he said: “We’re most fortunate that Professor van Dillen 
preserved these old documents. He unearthed them while 
working in the Municipal Archives. Interesting references are 
made to your Rembrandt, and he quotes Jan Veth, who praised 
the Nicholacs Ruts painting so much, but says the Looten is 
far more sensitive and appealing.” 

“In my opinion, that’s easily explained by Rembrandt 
having a warmer and more personal interest in Marten Looten 
than in Ruts.” 

“Van Dillen quotes Dr. Schmidt Dcgener, who says the 
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Lootcn is a faitliful work, but a very beautiful painting. And 
•also Emile Michel, who says the work is a jewel, studded in a 
glorious way, yet at the same time firm, supple and very 
gently handled. I le says it’s in the style of Thomas dc Keyset, 
but without a trace of efiiirt or restraint.” 

“It’s gratifying to know that the critics’ opinions are almost 
unanimous. I’m fortunate to have acquired this fine painting, 
.and apprcci.uivc of the efficient way you handled this deal, 
Mueller.” The American changed the subject. “Let’s meet for 
luncheon tomorrow, and finish our story afterwards. I believe 
I’ll quote from Professor van Dillen’s article at length. I can 
use parts that do not repeat the material we’ve already decided 
on. 

After Mueller left, the American checked the Looten story, 
adding incidcnials, changing phrast‘s, yet keeping the overall 
data intatt. He wrote that in the year 163 1 Marten Looten was 
taxed as being worth thirty thousand guilders — winch was 
accounted on the K^iw side. And that in 1644, after many years 
of successful trading, his dealings with the Exchange Bank 
were listed at approximately seventy-one thousand, three 
hundred and thirty-nine guilders. Still a mere bagatelle in 
comparison with th^ fortune of brother Charles ! He re-read 
parts of van Dillpn^s article, which he had personally com- 
missioned 10 be translated from Dutcli into English. U told of 
the Looten portrait having been cleaned some few years 
before he had acquired it, and how — in the opinion of many — 
this was done too heavily; of the startling announcement 
made by Dr. Kat, and subsequent arguments that his inter- 
pretation of this letter was too romantic for such an ambitious 
young painter. And once again he re-read the original ot an 
old newspaper clipping which Mueller had given to liim some 
ten years previously : 

“Must this old Amsterdam figure be doomed to continue 
its nomadic existence and perhaps even cross the occ^in to 
America? It is to be hoped not, yet it looks as if our fears arc 
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justified.” And, further on: “It happened as I feared it would. 
The Looten has been bought on behalf of an unnamed Ameri- 
can for the low sum of one hundred and two thous.and guilders. 
It is still not known whether it has finished up in a private 
collection. Or is it still wandering around the international 
art trade?” 

An hour later, in bed, he continued reading: 

“In an interview with an Editor of the Telegraaf, Dr. 
Schmidt Degener announced that the Rembrandt Society, 
assisted by a number of private individuals, had made an 
attempt to secure the ‘Marten Looten’ for this coimtry. The 
price, however, was liigher than they could afford. It became 
known later that the unnamed American was prepared to bid 
up to one hundred and fifty thousand guilders — or even higher. 

“Dr. Schmidt Degener continued: ‘It is a great pity indeed 
that tliis Rembrandt has not remained in the Netherlands. 
We are falling behind, and the Government has made no 
money available for a number of years now. In England and 
other countries it is different.’ Little needs to be added to this. 
It is a very great pity, as well as shameful, that at an auction 
held in Amsterdam, one of die very few portraits wliich 
Rembrandt painted of an Amsterdam mcfclvint in the Golden 
Age should have been snatched by America for a comparatively 
low price. As has already been stated, Rembrandt’s portrait of 
another Amsterdam merchant, Nicholacs Ruts, is already in 
the United States in the coUection of Pierpont Morgan. 

“Apparently the Netherlands cannot bid against America. 
This fact raises the question as to whether anything can be done 
to remedy the situation. The Government today is apparently 
not afraid to introduce restrictions on international exchange 
traffic when they consider that it is»in the national interest. 
The question is, therefore, if it isn’t possible, as has happened 
in other countries, that the Government be granted power to 
forbid the export of paintings or other works of art in special 

46 



The Marten* Looten 


cases where their retention, from the point of view of their 
■ connection with the nation’s liistory, as well as from the artistic 
point of view, is of primary importance. 

“A great many objections may be raised to this proposal, 
but a ‘sale’ on a greater scale would be even worse.” 

As he switched off his bedside lamp the American resolved 
to meet Professor van Dillen before leaving Amsterdam. 

The art dealer was amazed when his client announced his 
intention at luncheon the next day. 

“Do you wish me to reveal your identity? How else can I 
arrange a meeting? Professor van Dillen is occupied in teaching 
at The Hague University. You can’t expect him to come to 
Amsterdam for an appointment when he doesn’t know whom 
he is t(^ meet, or for what purpose.” 

The American’s eyes glinted with cold determination. “It’s 
a question of principle,” he insisted. “I had the same right as 
anyeme else to bid for the Rembrandt. It was a fair and 
responsible transaction. You know that I seldom use my name 
when bidding. And you also know that 1 never discuss my 
possessions, or my power to outbid others. It didn’t occur to 
me that your fellow countrymen would adopt such an attitude. 
I know the Dutclj people to be courtctnis and friendly. I’d like 
to straighten out the matter with a minimum of publicity. 
Honestly, Mueller, their attitude makes me feel uncomfortable. 
Professor van Dillen doesn’t pull his piuiches either. He writes 
and says what he thinks.” 

The American observed how Mueller’s eyes blinked more 
rapidly than usual — an unmistakable sign that the Dutchman 
was agitated, despite his bland calmness. 

“I don’t want to embarrass you,” he hastened to add. “After 
all these years, knowing pubhc opinion, you might be 
criticized; which would be imfair. You only bid for me — 
anonymously — at my request. And I won’t hesitate to say 
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Mueller had no arguments to present, “ril try to arrange 
the meeting, sir,"’ he said, bowing to the inevitable. 

. . . Van Hoboken, who had been of such valuable help at 
the Municipal Arcliivcs, acted as their intermediary. In due 
course, the art dealer and his client found themselves invited 
to tea witli Professor van Dillen on the one afternoon a month 
he spent in Amsterdam. 

Pledged to secrecy, van Hoboken — a former colleague of the 
Professor’s — had not divulged anything beyond the fact that 
an American who admired liis writings was anxious to meet 
him whilst sojourning in the city. . . . 

The van Dillen apartment was on the top floor of an old, 
narrow house in Ruysdaclkade, a street alongside a canal. The 
American learned that in picturesque old Amsterdam, streets 
in residential quarters bore the illustrious names of 1 lolland’s 
great painters. Ruysdaclkade was of especial interest since a 
landscape by Ruysdael was in his collection. 

It was quite a climb, for the stairs were steep. But a view of 
the slow-moving shining waters of the canal, flanked on either 
side by majestic lushly green and verdant trees, was ample 
compensation. 

Professor van Dillen and his wife spoke fluent English, and 
before long all four sat around^a tea-table chatting, cenufort- 
ably at ease. Many topics were touched upon lightly before the 
Professor broached the subject of Looten’s portrait by Rem- 
brandt. 

“I understand that you are especially interested in my articles 
on Marten Looten,” he said to the American. And, still 
unaware of his visitor’s identity, entered into a lively discussion. 

The An.erican claimed that, despite the passing of years, 
fundamental characteristics of humans had changed little — if 
at all.^Hc illustrated his point by the Looten family, who were 
pilloried and persecuted for their religious beliefs. 
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Throughout the world at the present time — a supposedly 
’enlightened and civilized world — ^liuman beings were still 
being pilloried and persecuted for their religious and political 
behefs. “Conditions change, science advances. But funda- 
mentally man himself seems neither to have advanced nor 
changed,’’ he maintained. “In some phases, our twentieth 
century competes with the darkest chapters of the world’s 
earlier history.” 

Mueller sat back and enjoyed this outburst of loquacity as 
liis client continued: “Despite Charles Looten’s great success, 
nothing remains. Everytliing he so arduously built up appears 
to have been swept out of existence. Yet their fantily name 
hves on — and will probably hvc on for ever through the 
talented briish of a then almost unknown painter.” 

“You sound like an incurable sentimentalist,” commented 
Professor van Dillen, “As you know% I personally have never 
concurred with Dr. Kat’s findings. I do believe, however, that 
Marten Looten and Rembrandt were acquainted with each 
otlicr from their home town of Leiden. Perhaps the older man 
— ^who was already an established figure in Amsterdam — felt 
generously inclined to give Rembrandt a helping hand with 
his first commissions. It has never occurred to me, as you now 
so deftly suggest, such a gesture resulted in anything other 
than Marten Looten getting an excellent portrait of Inmself. 
Neveithcless, ^our point is clejr. The family of Looten, once 
so highly esteemed in the business and political life of Amster- 
dam in our ‘Gouden Eeuw’ — the Golden Age — has faded into 
relative obscurity. Yet Marten, the less prominent of the 
successful brothers, has possibly — through a kindly action — 
brought immortality to their name.” 

Professor van Dillen displayed a lively curiosity conceniing 
hfc in general in the United States. 

His host had a pleasant and surprising!) nformal maimer for 
a renowned scholar and Professor of Art at one of the wgrld’s 
leading universities, thought the American. 


D 
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ti turn, the former seemed agreeably surprised and even 
impressed by his visitor’s conservative attire and unaffected' 
personahty. 

They were about to leave when he said: 

“I am sincerely flattered by your interest in my articles. May 
I enquire whether you have any specific reason for wanting all 
these details of the Marten Looten portrait?” 

The American walked to the window and stood in con- 
templative silence. Then, facing the room, he said with quiet 
dignity: “Professor van Dillcn, I am your ‘unnamed 
American’.” 

The Professor, unprepared, was momentarily taken aback. 
He hstened politely, as his guest resumed: 

“I found your writings highly informative. Professor; I 
admired their honesty. It isn’t pleasant for a nation to lose any 
part of its heritage. But great works of art are vahfable am- 
bassadors, spreading culture and giving pleasure to those less 
fortunate than yourselves. There was only one Rembrandt. 
And he belongs now, just as he belonged then, to the people 
of Holland.” 

He proceeded to enlighten van Dillen, telling him where the 
“Marten Looten” had been exhibited since he acquired it; of 
the countless thousands of people who liad^ow been able to 
see this fine painting. 

“Some day,” he concluded, “^’d like to bring the Rembrandt 
back to Holland and loan it to the Rijksmuseum, or to any 
otlicr Dutch exhibitions.” 

The professor and his wife had listened intently. Now Mrs. 
van Dillcn said: “When you do, 1 feel sure that ‘Marten 
Looten’ and yourself will be most welcome.” 

Neither made reference to the unexpected disclosure, but a 
cordial invitation to visit them again* whenever the American 
might be in Amsterdam, was proof that he had gained the 
Profi^sor’s confidence and dispersed any feeling of resentment 
harboured against the “unnamed American”, 
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Sonic days later, pacjcing m preparation for his return to the 
•United States, he told Mueller: 

“You’ve been generosity itself. I just don’t know how to 
thank you for giving me all your time, for your efforts, for 
placing your contacts at my disposal.” 

The art dealer beamed. “It’s been as much my pleasure as 
yours, sir, as well as an enriching experience.” 

“I’m happy that you think so,” the American’s voice held 
an eager note, “because later — ^when I have die time — I’d like 
to visit other birthplaces of my works of art, and venture to 
reconstruct the lives of their subjects and artists.” 

Without hesitation the Dutchman said: “And when you do, 
sir, I’d like to help; regardless of whether the works of art in 
question w^'rc acquired through me or not.” 

“Fine! But, Mueller— forget that ‘sir’. This is not a business 
deal. In diis adventure we’ll be colleagues. I’ll surely depend 
on you when I’m ready. And in the meantime, if you should 
find yourself in the States, come out West and visit me at the 
ranch. I’ve built a special wing on to the place to house my 
collection — sort of a private museum.” 

“1 would be delighted,” They parted with a warm hand- 
shake, the American for Rotterdam, wdiere he intended to 
board ship, the yt« dealer for his home in the suburbs of 
Amsterdam. En route Mueller mused over events of the past 

weeks, and of the character of his client. 

• 

“In some ways he’s strangely reticent. I’ve been doing business 
with him for years, now — yet I still know little about the man 
himself, beyond the fact that he’s an ‘Important Collector’.” 


Thumlmail Biographical Sketch of Rembrandt 

Born in Leyden (spelt Leiden in IIolL ’d) in the year t6o6, 
Rembrandt’s father was a prosperous miller, his motlicr a 
baker’s daughter. 
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They wanted dicir son to study law; instead, he studied 
painting with Jakob van Swancnburch, whose greatest value 
to his pupil lay in the fact that he was an accomplished etcher. 
Later, Rembrandt studied with Pieter Lastman, a devotee 
of the then fashionable “dark manner” of painting, which 
stemmed from the Itahan, Caravaggio, and which relied more 
on the use of hght and shade than colour to create effects of 
sohdity and space. 

After successfully painting die portraits of two prominent 
Amsterdam merchants, Nicolaes Ruts .md Marten Looten, 
Rembrandt in 1634 married Saskia van Uijlcnburgh, a wcaldiy 
heiress in Amsterdam. 

He spent much of her fortune on a fashionable house filled 
with a collection of paintings and valuable objects of art. 
The young Rembrandts lived beyond dieir means, and after 
painting the controversial “Night Watch”, the artistV fortunes 
began to decline. 

In 1656 he went bankrupt. Later in that same year he lost 
his beloved wife, who had so often acted as his model. 

Rembrandt van Rijn died, heartbroken and in poverty, in 
Amsterdam in 1669. 


[Note. The “Marten Looten " portrait has recently been 
presented to the Los Angeles Museum by J. Paul Getty. 
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I N his own country, the “unknown American” could not 
remain incognito. There his name, J. Paul Getty, was 
widely known. Three months after his return to the United 
States, twelve days before Christmas, he received a letter from 
Mueller. Getty noted with surprise the Java postmark, and 
opened r.velope witli keen interest. 

Since his return, business and personal matters had claimed 
his time !lnd attention, detaining him in Southern California and 
delaying his plan to revisit Europe before the end of the year. 

Never a good correspondent, Getty had, with the best 
of intentions, meant to keep in touch with die Dutch art 
dealer. But after a brief interchange of letters he lapsed into 
liis usual habit of cabling or telephoning, methods of com- 
munication he preferred for their speed and direct contact. 

Mueller wrote business connected with family pi operties 
had taken him to the Dutch East hidies; that he could offer 
some important works of ajt to museums in the United 
States, and would dierefore be flying to San Francisco within 
a few days. His address in diat city would be the Mark Hopkins 
Hotel. 

The postmark date indicated that Mueller might have 
already arrived in Northern CaUfomia. Getty at once placed a 
long-distance telephone call, and within a mattei of minutes 
was connected with the Mark Hopkins Hotel in San Franewro. 

“Yes,” he was told, “a Mr. Mueller i» expected any time 
now.” 

During the course of that evening the art dealer returned his 
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client’s call, and without hesitation accepted the invitation 
which Getty made to him in Holland. Three days later die 
tw'o met at the main railway terminal in Los Angeles. 

“I hope you intend spending some weeks widi me at the 
ranch,” invited Getty as diey shook liands. “Maybe later we 
can travel over to Europe togedicr.” 

“I’d be delighted,” beamed Mueller, “to co-ordinate our 
plans.” 

As they drove through busy Los Angeles, the Dutchman 
expressed his surprise at the changes that had taken place since 
the time of his last visit to the city in 1937. 

“Most places I’ve revisited, postwar, have suftcred some 
physical damage. And those showing no surface damage 
usually reflect, in some form or other, the emotional stress their 
citizens have undergone. This is such a direct contrast! All 
that Los Angeles appears to have done is grow, grow, grow. 
From infancy to childhood, and cliildhood to adolescence, 
and . . .” 

Getty distracted liis attention from current traffic problems 
for sufficient length of time in which to retort : 

“I’ll finish it for you, Mueller. We’re still adolescent — ^and 
we’re still growing.'Look !” 

The Dutchman looked at die industrial plants, schools, 
streets, apartment houses. In all directions, new, modern, 
streamlined developments. Th^ down-town traffic congestion 
was, in itself, a revelation. Scarcely a pedestrian could be seen. 
There were few street-cars and fewer buses. Some taxis, mostly 
the gay “Yellow Cabs”, mingled with the rest of the traffic. 
Never had Mueller seen so many private automobiles converg- 
ing from every street-crossing into a caterpillar of moving 
mechanism. 

“Docs everyone living in Los Angeles own a motor car?” 
he asked in amazement. 

“No; they don’t. But most everyone drives some sort of 
automobile. Distances out here arc a real problem. The city 
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limits extended too rapidly for our public transportation 
system. But this is a mere nothing ! Tm glad you didn’t time 
your arrival for the early evening. Around five-thirty, when our 
stores and office buildings close for the day, automobiles travel 
bumper-to-bumper. Then you really see traffic congestion ! From 
downtown Los Angeles clear out to the beach at Santa Monica, 
where we’re going now, the roads are jammed solid.” 

Whilst they were driving along Sunset Boulevard traffic 
congestion eased somewhat. The afternoon sun shone bril- 
liantly, and giant palm trees spread their fan-shaped branches 
heavenwards as if in supplication to a radiant blue sky. The 
purple range of the Hollywood Hills rising on tlieir right, and 
the ever-growing, sprawling city of Los Angeles sloping down- 
wards on th''iV left, made an inspiring panorama. 

As they approached Beverly Hills, its wndc streets each 
named a^ter the species of tree lining it — Maple Drive, Palm 
Drive, Sycamore, Oak, its beautifully tended residences of 
brick or stucco, in white or pastel tones, blending into land- 
scaped gardens ablaze with the vivid colours of poinsettias — 
now in their season — and of orange trees, the art dealer voiced 
liis appreciation. 

“Sometimes, Mueller, I believe our Chamber of Com- 
merce’s boasts am •justified. Especially v)n a day J:ke this. 
Midwinter, and a mild seventy all day. And — no, oranges arc 
not confined to the groves. Out here they grow everywhere.” 

Observing Tiis companion as he deftly handled die steering 
wheel of his heavy Cadillac, Mueller noted the light sun-tan 
now accentuating the depth and blueness of eyes, the familiar 
tense set of jawline now relaxed, the almost mask-like cold- 
ness of face warmed to friendliness as Getty pointed out 
various landmarks. 

They passed by the fashionable Beverly Hills Hotel and, 
continuing along Sunset Boulevard, ca le to Bel Air and 
Brentwood — neighbourhoods of luxurious homej^; die famous 
Uplifters* Club, the Polo Grounds, and the Will Rogers 
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Memorial Park. At the foot of the boulevard tliey turned on to 
Pacific Palisades Highway, from where the ocean could be 
seen. Even the Pacific Ocean was justifying the Los Angeles 
Chamber of Commerce boasts that day, for the water was clear, 
calm and exceptionally blue. Turning right, dicy reached the 
beach-front. Driving along for another mile or so, the Dutch- 
man saw a stonewall about ten feet high and, later, an iron gate. 

Getty turned his car as though intending to drive straight 
through this gateway when, at a thirty-foot distance, it 
suddenly swung open. Mueller now observed the electric eye 
which was fitted on to the Cadillac. This device automatically 
operated the heavy iron gate. Intrigued vdth this method of 
entrance, he inquired whether anyone could gain access to the 
ranch grounds without this unique car attachment. 

“There’s a telephone concealed in the wall— just outside 
the gate. Most people visiting the ranch know about tliis. If 
not, they are informed of it. All they have to do is call die 
house from there, and identify themselves. Then the gate is 
opened by an electric eye operating from inside the house.” 

Upon entering the grounds the massive iron gate closed 
automatically, as it had opened. Ahead of diem the winding 
road was bordered- by beautiful old trees alongside a stretch 
of lawn and a natural stream. After approximately half a mile, 
passing a fruit orchard, an olive grove, stables and some guest 
cottages, they reached the main house. 

They drew up inside a la’rge square cou/tyard whose 
entrance was guarded, on either side, by the challenging stance 
of a hfc-sized hon sculptured out of white marble. A man- 
servant was waiting to take the guest’s luggage. 

The Dutchman’s anticipation of a Cahfomia ranch had 
evidently been very different from the reality. Getty smiled as 
he helped his surprised companion out of the car. 

. . . The ceprtyard, paved widi irregularly shaped flagstones, 
was walled in. An assortment of multi-coloured flowering 
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The Ranch 


shrubs lined its walls. In the centre stood a tall marble fountain 
•of the Italian Renaissance period; tliree life-sized monkeys cast 
in bronze sat around its base. . . . 

From the doorway of the house a breathtaking view 
revealed itself. There was half a mile or more of gendy sloping 
lawn — ^rich dark green and smooth with age; giant trees, of 
varied species, in abundance; a natural crystal stream which 
Mueller saw was fed by a spring trickling down from the 
canyon wall. And beyond this panorama — glistening in the 
distance — ^was the blue Pacific Ocean. 

Getty — ^with justifiable pride — showed his guest a view 
from the back of the house. Its vista was equally enchanting. 
Wooded l.i”'' in varying shades of green clambered terrace- 
wise into the tall, dark canyon above, wliich in itself seemed to 
blend wkh and then disappear mto the horizon. 

A Giant Schnautzer and a clean-cut Pointer bounding over 
to hail their m.rster interrupted their reverie. 

“Hello. Hello there. Down, no — down, Hilda. There’s a 
good girl.” He gently called them to order, and in dog fashion 
the animals turned their attention to their master’s companion, 
sniffmg guarded approval. Getty hid a stmle as the big dog, 
accepting a new friend, boisterously jumped up to greet tlie fat 
little Dutchman. Standing up on her hind legs, HUda, the 
Schnautzer, was actiuilly taller dian Mueller! 

Recovering his b,ilance, the Dutchman was starded by die 
roar of a lion — apparently only a few feet away. 

His host hastened to assure liim that wild animals rarely 
roamed down from the canyon. At night one could hear 
coyotes. But only twdee within four years had a mountain lion 
visited the ranch. Wildcats were frequent — but gener.illy harm- 
less — guests. That roar caijie from T eresa, his Uoness, welcoming 
him home. Teresa was tame, a ranch pet, and safely enclosed 
within her wire fence. Getty promised to show his'guest Teresa 
and the remainder of liis animal kingdom next day. 
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“Now it’s more than time for some refreshment after your 
long ride,” he insisted. 

The interior of the ranch house proved as surprising as its 
grounds. Although within the Los Angeles city limits, the 
grounds adjoined the Santa Monica Moimtains, making an 
estate of unique location. There was nothing rustic or ranch- 
like such as Mueller had envisaged; his knowledge of ranches 
and ranch life liaving been acquired through the medium of 
America’s “Western” movies. This house, he discovered, was 
furnished essentially as a home — ^an elegant home — might be 
furnished anywhere, whether in city or country. Its furnisliings 
were for the most part antique — rare and genuine pieces, yet 
all easy to live with. Its carpets and draperies were handsome. 
Harmony prevailed and everything unobtrusively blended into 
an artistic setting. 

“It isn’t a very large house,” Getty explained, “yet it’s 
spacious. All the rooms are of fair size and have french windows 
leading on to terraces, similar to this one. It’s well-planned, 
and, most important these days, easy to run.” 

The art dealer looked around with an eye sharpened by long 
experience. “Your'attention to detail is commendable ! What 
a beautiful marble fireplace !” 

“Yes. Isn’t it? My father bought it in Italy many years ago. 
It used to be in the living-room of my parents’ home, here in 
the city. After they passed on, some of their fuAiishings came 
to this house.” 

“I’m eagerly looking forward to seeing your collection.” 

“Tomorrow,” Getty promised. “Tomorrow we’ll spend as 
much time as you like in the new wing — ^which I call my 
museum. I’ll also take you on a tour of the ranch, and tell you 
some of its history. It has quite an interesting history.’* 

. . . “This is my miniature zoo.” Getty showed his guest 
around. “As you’ll notice the animals are in their natural 
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habitat — similar to Hagcnbcck’s Zoo in Hamburg. Of course, 
the facilities here are very limited. It isn’t much of a zoo. I’m 
afraid. Just my lioness, Teresa, two brown bears and their 
two tiny cubs, a pair of bison, and one white wolf. There was 
a pair of white wolves, but one of them ran off into the canyon 
and hasn’t returned. She will, though, one day when she’s 
hungry enough. 

“The animals arc better cared-for and fed here than in their 
wild state. And you’d be surprised how well they know it! 
Why, even if Teresa were permitted to roam around, she’d 
soon come back. Where else could she get her ten pounds of 
meat a day? And regularly?’’ 

He hastened to dispel the look of consternation on his 
guest’s Lot. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to let Teresa 
loose — ^although she’s as docile as can be. She’d growl at 
you to tte sure. But that’s merely Teresa’s way of making 
conversation.’’ 

The lioness’s “conversation” drowned Mueller’s response, 
and the two men continued their sightseeing tour. 

The Dutchman was fascinated by some Barbary sheep, a 
breed of animal unfamiliar to him. “What pretty things they 
are! And tliose gazelle! What food do your wild animals in 
captivity need?” 

The American hesitated a moment before replying. 

“I’m not too sure,” he said,slowly. “Although I guess it’s 
fairly accurate to state that a lion cats ten pounds of meat a day 
for six days a week, and fasts on the sevcntli day. It’s supposed 
to be good for them; for their digestion, their coat, their 
condition generally. Bears cat cvcrytliing — ^bread, vegetables, 
milk, fruit. Fish, sometimes! I never give them meat. They 
don’t need it, and meat tends to make them fierce. It costs 
more to feed one Uon dian it docs to f'cd three full-grown 
bears. The bison cat hay, like most cattle. 

“Have you any cattle?” 

“Only two cows and a steer. And there arc two saddle 
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horses; though in die old days this used to be quite a famous 
catde ranch.” 

“Its history?” die art dealer inquired with mounting curiosity. 

“This place was originally a Spanish grant,” Getty began. 
“Way back in the days when Caspar de Portala was exploring 
California, he and his men — including one named Marquez — 
followed the sea-coast north. One night they camped by a 
spring nc.ir the present house — the spring which comes down 
from the canyon. A range of mountains ruruiing into the sea 
immediately north of the spring seemed to shut oft' access, so 
they turned inland, looking for a pass through the mountains. 

“The explorers were much impressed by the natural beauties 
of this country. Some years later, Marquez succeeded in getting 
the land as a grant from the King of Spain. And he started what 
became known as the famous Santa Monica Ranch. 

“One of his descendants — ^Pete Marquez — ^ncTw about 
eighty and the only surviving representative of his generation 
of this fine old Spanish family — occasionally visits here. Pete, 
his father and his grandfather were all bom on the Santa 
Monica Ranch ! 

“Pete told me that when his grandfather inherited tliis 
property — the land you sec now and its surrounding terrain — 
there were one hundred and forty-four* thousand acres. But 
by the time his father inherited, only forty thousand acres 
were left. The rest had been absorbed in the growtli of the city. 

“By the time Pete’s father died, the property had dwindled 
to a mere thirty-eight acres and forty thousand dollars in cash. 
According to Pete, the lawyers wound up with the forty 
thousand cash and the five heirs, of whom he was one, with 
seven and a half acres each; all they could salvage out of a one 
hundred and forty-four thousand acres estate ! Approximately 
half a miUion people now live on the acreage which was 
originally their family heritage. It’s all been annexed by Los 
Angeles’ greater city limits. Had this land remained in the 
Marquez family, at present-day values they would surely be 
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listed among the world’s richest,” die American concluded. 

• Fascinated by the story, Mueller was eager to hear more 
detail. “The interior of your house reflects many periods and 
styles, yet its exterior is obviously Spanish and Italian. Has this 
any significance?” 

“None. Except that the interior was re-designed to suit my 
personal tastes. The exterior — ^which I believe could be im- 
proved upon — ^was not my choice. However, it has one 
important virtue — it’s unobtrusive and it blends into the land- 
scape. Actually, I’ve made very few architectural changes. 
Even the museum addition is scarcely noticeable, although the 
house is now in two distinct sections.” 

“This landscaping is a masterpiece. It defies any suggestion 
of artificiality.” 

Getty warmed to his guest’s appreciation. “Nature, in a 
beneficent mood, created this beauty and tranquillity. Usually 
one can’t improve on nature. Yet I believe man’s handiwork, in 
this particular instance, has proved an asset. Cbude Parker, from 
whom 1 bought this property, is entitled to much of the credit.” 

He went on to relate how Claude Parker, who had long 
wanted to acquire the Santa Monica Ranch, eventually secured 
it in summary fasliion. 

Shortly after WyrW War One, the ranch-house was a small 
building situated near die olive grove, and the property itself 
comprised some forty acres. Dfivir^ up the canyon one day, 
Parker found a Chairo party in progress. 

“Charros are Mexican riders with broad-brimmed hats and 
fancy saddles,” the American explained to his guest. 

Large numbers of Charros were enjoying an open air barbe- 
cue as guests of Perfecto Marquez, who then owned the ranch. 

“Claude was introduced to Senor Marquez,” continued 
Getty, “and, drawing hin^ aside, enquired whether his property 
was for sale. Somewhat to Claude’s surprise, Marquez replied : 
‘Yes, it is — ^at one thousand dollars an acre.’ 

“ ‘Isn’t that pretty high?’ questioned Parker. 
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“ ‘Sure it’s pretty high,* agreed Marquez. ‘But that’s my 
price and I wouldn’t consider a cent less.’ 

" ‘Okay,’ said Parker. ‘You’ve just sold your ranch, Scfior.’ ” 

The Dutchman’s eyes blinked rapidly. These impulsive 
Americans with tlieir quick-on-thc-trigger decisions were a 
source of wonder to his slower, more dcUberatc reasoning 
processes. He learned, also, tliat upon securing this property 
Claude Parker had built the present house. Getty had enlarged 
it after taking possession of the estate, but left the gardens and 
their landscaping more or less unclianged. 

After luncheon they went to the ranch museum. It adjoined 
the theatre room, which was equipped for various uses — ^as a 
ballroom, for theatrical entertainment or concerts, or as a 
movie theatre. 

The museum section began with a long gallcry*in which 
were hung a collection of paintings. These belonged mainly to 
the seventeenth-century Dutch School, the art dealer observed. 
Kalf’s “Still Life’’, conceded by many expert judges to be 
one of the finest examples of still life paintings kjpiown, and 
Pickenoy’s “Portrait of an Unknown Lady’’, which Mueller 
had purchased for Getty, were displayed to good advantage. 
Rembrandt’s “Marten Looten” was, as ah/^ys, a joy to behold. 
Seeing it again evoked pleasant recollections in both men. 

A full-length portrait of Kinjg Louis XIV of France, wearing 
his magnificent Coronation robes, the crown resting on a 
cushion at his side, was of regal splendour. Known as “Show- 
ing a Leg’’, this painting by Uyacinthc Rigaud attracted the 
Dutchman’s eye. 

This portrait of the King hung in the Tuilerics Palace until 
the French Revolution, he was informed now. Don Jaime, a 
direct descendant of Louis XIV, ipherited some of his an- 
cestor’s private collection of works of art, and when he died 
in Frohsdorf, Austria, his daughter, upon inheriting tlicsc 
treasures, had put them up for sale. Several paintings from this 
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celebrated collection were bought by Getty, including 
'‘Showing a Leg”. 

. . , The picture was notable for both its fine quality and 
liistorical interest. In superbly painted detail it depicted the 
personality of one of the greatest kings in history, a man who 
symbolized autocratic rule by grace of birth. 

Often referred to as the “Sun King”, Louis was lavish in 
clothing beyond the conception of die modem age. History 
records that he was inordinately proud of his legs and feet; 
hence in this portrait he turned a leg to the world, and to 
posterity. 

His pose was both haughty and jaunty, and the dashing red 
heels of liis shoes completed a vivid canvas. History likewise 
records that His Majesty invariably wore shoes widt built-in 
lifts or higlict than average heels, since Ins height was not to 
his royal satisfacdon. . . . 

An exceptionally fine portrait by Gainsborough invited 
comment. 

“That’s a work I’d like to explore when I visit England 
again,” Getty volunteered. 

“James Christie, by Thomas Gainsborough,” the art dealer 
read. “Was he in any way coimected widi Christie’s?” 

“He was Christie’s; The actual founder of die present-day 
Christie, Manson and Woods. It’s almost two paintings in 
one! Notice how he leans on g framed canvas. It’s a minia- 
ture landscape— an origirul — ^also painted by Gainsborough.” 

“I’m surprised that Christie’s allowed an important painting 
like diis to leave their family — or to leave England, for that 
matter.” 

“It has always surprised me, Mueller. I’ve often wondered 
why an ancestral portrait like this should have been sold. 
That’s another phase of tfac Gainsborough I’d like to investi- 
gate. Here is wliat I call my ‘Louis XV Room’ — ^here, down 
this staircase.” 

A shallow flight of marble steps led them into a room 
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pcrfecdy proportioned to display its treasures. Mueller was an 
appreciative and a discriminating audience. “These I list among 
the most beautiful things I have ever seen!” he exclaimed. 

This magnificent array of eighteendi-century French 
tapestries never failed to eheit enthusiasm. 

He examined one of the tapestry panels. Adapted from the 
legend of Psyche, according to the Fables of La Fontaine, diis 
panel was one of a celebrated set of five woven on the Royal 
Beauvais looms, some forty miles outside Paris, when they 
were under the jurisdiedon of Nicholas Besnier and Jean 
Baptiste Oudry. “Psyche” was acknowledged to be the most 
successful series of tapestries designed by the renowned ardst, 
Francois Boucher, during the years 1741 to 1753. 

Mueller knew that companion-pieces to these tapestries were 
in the Swedish Royal Collection, the Royal Italian Collection, 
and in the Pedt Palais in Paris. 

“This is the smallest panel of the five,” Getty told him. 
“But it’s as perfect as a flawless gem.” 

The art dealer condnued his examinadou through his 
pocket-sized magnifying glass. After a while li« said: “What 
detail ! What mastery of weaving ! This panel must surely be 
considered one of the greatest documents of the Golden Age of 
tapestry weaving in France.” 

“I believe it’s generally accepted as such,” replied his host 
with some pride. “I own four out of the set of five. This one — 
‘Psyche in the Boudoir’, or as it’s often called, ‘La Toilette 
de Psyche’. Then there’s ‘Psyche at the Fisherman’s’, ‘The 
Arrival of Psyche at Cupid’s Palace’ and ‘The Abandonment 
of Psyche’.” 

“Their titles tell their story. Have you ever located a fifth 
panel?” 

“Oh, yes ! But unfortunately it’s ^lot for sale at any price. 
The late Mrs. Hamilton Rice owned a complete set of this 
series. She paid seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars for 
them— pre-war dollars! She bequeathed her collection to the 
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Philadclpliia Museum. Her tapestries are in die ‘Rice Room’ 
dicre.” 

“Too bad,” Mueller shook his head. “A complete set would 
be a magnificent possession.” 

Getty smiled ruefully. “I guess I’ll have to content myself 
with an incomplete set. I’ve been looking for a fifth panel for 
the past fifteen years.” 

“Here’s another beauty.” The art dealer stopped before a 
larger tapestry in the corner of which was woven the initial 
“C” and then “Beauvais”, indicating that this panel was 
woven by Andre Charlemagne-Charron, who directed the 
looms at the Beauvais factory from 1753 to 1780. 

“It’s one of the famed ‘Loves of the Gods’ scries — ‘The 
Abduction of Europa’. I’ve others, also, from this same set. 
I lere’s th% ‘Bacchus and Ariadne’.” 

... By their elegance and refinement this series of tapestries 
is prized as representing French cightccnth-ccntury art in its 
finest and most characteristic phase. . . . 

“They’re beautiful beyond my limited descriptive powers,” 
said the Dutchman reverentially. “I’ve never seen such a 
collection of wonderful tapestries under one roof.” 

“Here is my fintjft” Getty stepped some paces backward to 
view the largest tapestry panel in his collection. “This is one of 
only two examples known in ^e world. Two subjects of the 
‘Ainoiurs dcs Dieux’ series are woven into the one panel, as you 
can see. It’s in its original state of preservation, and frame.” 

“What exquisite colouiing !” exclaimed Mueller. “Where is 
tile other panel?” 

“When last heard of, it w.as in the Royal Palace in Budapest. 
Mine originally came from the Royal Family of Porrug.il.” 

“It must be the largcst^tapestry Boucher ever designed.” 

“I’m told that it is,” said Getty, w^o was thoroughly 
enjoying this opportunity of sharing liis treasur.es with an 
erudite and sensitive art adept. 


E 
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. . . This tapestry was representative of Fran9ois Boucher at 
the height of liis career. In it he combined the classic and the 
romantic with equal skill. The architecture and sculpture were 
reminiscent of his private residence in Rome, the foliage and 
sky reflecting the influence of the Chinese paintings and 
porcelains that the artist loved so much. The female figures 
were a tribute to his exquisite wife, who nearly always 
modelled fu liim. 

The large panel proved that Francois Boucher was a greater 
tapestry designer than he was a painter. Composition and 
colouring, bothofimmenseimportance, were supremely decora- 
tive and through the strong line contrast of tapestry-texture 
achieved full expression more powerful even than paint ill usions. 

Acknowledged as the master of his period Francois Boucher 
was, in style, the Louis XV period incariute. This tapestry 
picture was a synthesis of the “back to Nature” movement as 
inspired by the Cliinese. Art was under the domination of 
Nature. In the period of Louis XIV, people, architecture and 
foliage were all strongly sketched and contrasted. Boucher 
countermanded this. No longer were the figures statuesque, 
the foliage cultivated and formal, die arcliitccture hard and 
symmetrical, the draperies stiff and regular. Life made itself 
felt everywhere. Architecture and sculpture; were shattered by 
the hand of time, overgrown with vegetation. The cupids’ 
bodies while still retaining ai^ appearance of marble, had a 
pinkish flush. The figures were nymphs and gods who belonged 
to field and flower. It was an operatic setting for the ancient 
myths of Greece and Rome 

“Isn’t she the Antiope of that famous Greek sculpture 
group in the Naples Museum?” enquired Mueller after a 
detailed examination. 

Pleased by his guest’s knowledge pf Greek mythology and 
ancient marbles, the American phed him with eager questions. 

“I’ve read most of the mythological works. They’ve always 
fascinated me. Other than paintings, sculptures of the ancient 

66 



The Raflch 


world have long been close to my heart,” the art dealer 
admitted. 

“We can parallel some mythology with present-day situa- 
tions,” Getty declared. “A change of scenery and costume is 
all it takes.” 

“Plus your especial faculty for transporting yourself to other 
epochs,” said Mueller with a broad smile. 

“As I stand and look at this tapestry, its figures seem alive. 
To me, dicy’re not merely characters woven in Haute Lisse. 

1 imagine them alive and breatliing — part of today’s tapestry 
ofhfe.” 

“Arc you famihar with the liistory of the large panel?” 

“Presumably it was given to the King of Portugal by the 
King of France. After tlic Portuguese Revolution it was sold 
to Jules Porgeis, a rich Parisian banker. Later, the tapestry 
found iti way into the hands of French and Company, the 
New York art dealers. You know them, Tin sure. 

“They sold it for two hundred and fifty thousaird dollars. 
Their client ran into financial difficulties and asked whether 
another buyer could be foimd. It was during the depression of 
the early ’tliirties, and few people were interested or had the 
space to hang such a large panel. I offered French and Company 
sixty-five thousand dollars. I hardly expected my offer would 
be accepted.” 

“But obviously it was! You seem to have a flair for lucky 
buying,” Mueller declared. “Its present value must easily 
equal its original price.” 

“I believe it does. And there’s little doubt that this panel is 
one of the greatest tapestries ever created. Only the greatest 
examples of fifteenth-century Gothic tapestries equal it. Out- 
side of those, it stands alone,” 

“Except for its companion-piece in the Royal Palace in 
Budapest,” the art dealer reminded him 

“Yes. Have you ever been to tlie Gobelins, or .to Beauvais, 
and seen tapestries being woven?” 
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“I haven’t. Yet I’ve always wanted to visit those factories. 
Perhaps next time I’m in Paris . . .” Mueller promised himself 
vaguely. 

“We’ll go together,’’ liis host said. 

“I’ve never been particularly interested in acquiring nine- 
teenth-century French furniture,” Getty told him some time 
later. “As y«)u can see, I’ve kept my collection largely to the 
eightcendi century. These ten chairs and this settee — ^Beauvais 
of the Empire period— are an exception. Originally, they 
belonged to the Empress Josephine.” 

“Imagine,” said the Dutclunan retrospectively, “Napoleon 
himself probably sat on one of these very chairs— just as we’re 
doing now.” 

“I warned you it was infectious,” smiled Getty. “We begin 
by reading a brief catalogue description of our treasure. Then 
we elaborate on it. And the next thing we know we’re recon- 
structing its life — creating a history, plus.” 

Admiring the Queen Amic panelling, the cightecnA-century 
dining table and set of Queen Anne chairs in the gracious, 
formal dining room 'of the ranch-house, Mueller learned that 
the chairs were a test for any expert. were authentic of 
the period; the rest were skilful copies executed by an Enghsh 
firm of fine art and antique dealers, Frank Partridge & Sons, 
in London. They had been made as recently as 1937. 

It s always interesting — even amusing — to sec whetlier my 
visitors can tell the new from Ae old. You’d be surprised how 
many experts have been fooled by these chairs,” Getty told him. 

Exquisite wall-brackets and a chandelier of Irish Waterford 
crystal dated 1760 enhanced the beauty of this room. 

“It’s a fine example,” the American agreed. “The chandelier 
came from Ae British Embassy in Lisbon.” Mueller’s attention 
became riveted upon an enormous pair of silver candelabras; 
each stood on a small side-table set against Ae far wall. 
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“They’re about the largest pieces of English silver I liave, 
‘and arc of the WiUiam IV period. My stiver is mosdy 
Georgian, and some of it by Paul de Lamerie. I’m especially 
fond of Lamerie, so was delighted to find a cake-basket and 
set of four salt-cellars by dus great silversmith.’’ 

“That’s a fine portrait — ^that one hanging above the side- 
board. She’s a pretty woman, beautifully dressed. I like the 
way you’ve got it lighted,’’ observed the art dealer. 

“It’s quite a lovely thing, isn’t it? Although who she is, or 
who painted her, is something of a mystery. Our distinguished 
art critic. Dr. Valentiner, thinks it’s a sevcntcendi -century 
portrait by Vanderlyn. But there arc conflicting opinions. 
One is that ir might be the work of Peter Lely.’’ 

“I’m intrigued by your ‘Madomia of Loreto’,’’ Mueller 
confesseti “With your flair for ‘buying right’, diat paintuig 
could even turn out to be the famous missing Rapliael.’’ 

“I couldn’t be that lucky! By the way, it came from the 
Don Jaime collection with my ILigaud and the two Van 
Huysum flower pieces. It holds a story to whet one’s imagin- 
ation.’’ 

. . . The “Madoiliia’’ hung in the Loreto Church in Rome 
until 1799, and when French troops occupied the city tin Pope 
hastily sent his nephew to remove the precious portrait to 
safety and substituted a copy in its place. From then onward 
the original painting disappeared. . . . 

“Whenever any ‘Madonna of Loreto’ shows up it always 
creates excitement,’’ Getty concluded. “Mine is undoubtedly 
only a copy. There’s not one chance in a milUon that it’s the 
priceless Raphael.’’ 

“Nevertheless, so far*as old paintings are concerned the 
unexpected has been known to happen, ’ said the .art dealer, 
with authority. “I’d suggest getting further expertize on it, 
regardless.” 
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“ril thiiik about it,” his host promised. “Tell me, how do 
you like my chandeUers?” 

“I can only fall back upon my first impressions and compli- 
ment you on your good taste. Obviously you’re a perfectionist ! 
And 1 again repeat myself: you’ve been lucky. Even with the 
financial means to buy top quality art, it’s increasingly difficult 
to find rare pieces. You’ve also been fortunate in acquiring 
fine works of art at reasonable prices. Your chandeliers are 
as perfect as your tapestries. I’ve rarely seen finer examples of 
rock-crystal, or loveher cutting.” 

“Thanks.” Always responsive to praise of his choice of 
ohjets d' art Getty went on: 

“The deep depression of the ’thirties saw great works of art, 
as well as stocks and bonds, at prices which now seem ridicu- 
lously low. So deep was this depression in business that works 
of art and blocks of stock which seemed to be in the ^strongest 
hands and lost to the market forever, suddenly became avail- 
able for purchase. And at prices often only a tenth of tlieir 
former cost. 

“Due to my father’s prudence and business foresight, I was 
fortunate enough to have cash during the depression years. 
Some of It I’ve devoted to works of art — and I’ve never 
regretted it.” 

Mueller was surprised that ^art from liis host’s secretary, 
no one visited the ranch during his stay there. In Europe, he 
had heard many and various rumours concerning the American 
collector’s great wealtli. The bulk of tliis immense fortune was 
reputedly inherited from his father, who had also been a shy, 
retiring figure — a powerful tycoon who shunned the limelight 
and chose to remain behind the scenes. 

The art dealer saw in Getty a reflection of the fadicr: an 
astute business brain, an agile though conservative mind, an 
insatiable thirst for knowledge — wliich he appeared to absorb 
with the minimum of effort — ^and a reticence which made 
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“knowing him” difficult. He wondered whether anyone really 
'“knew” this complex individual, whose personality embodied 
so many and such varied facets. Even living under the same 
roof, eating meals togcdicr, sharing a knowledge and love of 
art, revealed notliiiig beyond his client’s magnificent collection 
and wealth. Propinquity brought him not an inch closer to the 
man himself. 

Yet he admired Getty’s restraint. Idis unpretentious dignity 
carried with it a touch of humility. 

Of his personal life, the American volunteered the informa- 
tion that his family were out of town. He spoke of them 
affectionately to Mueller, made glowing reference to liis five 
sons — of whom he seemed inordinately proud, and then, 
having touched briefly upon family life, abruptly steered the 
conversation into more impersonal chamiels. 

The library with its Henry VII English oak panelling, its 
French windows opening on to a terrace and the panorama of 
cascading hills and canyon, was another room in which the 
Dutchman found much that was unique. 

“I’m not strong on books,” Getty said with a tinge of regret. 
“I guess my tastes arc unorthodox m that direction. My few 
first editions are of no particular monetary value.” 

The library, however, contained a remarkable collection of 
eighteenth- and iiineteeuth-century guide and travel books on 
North America. 

“They fascinate me,” aimounced the Dutchman. “Most 
Europeans would probably react as 1 do. Some day your 
collection of travel books will rate as a major asset.” 

“My library’s only claim to fame; plus these early-day 
photographs.” 

“Your collection of.eighteentli- and niuctccndi-ccntury 
guide books represents a country in the uaking. Those must 
be the first guide books ever to be printed on and about this 
continent.” 
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“Tlicy arc ! They’re most interesting. I prize them because 
they’re sometliing different in die way of first editions,” 

“I would ciyoy spending days in here, just browsing dirough 
them,” said Mueller. 

“You will have to come back to the ranch for a longer visit. 
Have you seen these?” 

“These” were a collection of rare nineteenth- and early 
twcnticth-v.cntury photographs. They were catalogued in 
modem albums, each page covered with a protecting cello- 
phane sleeve. 

“They are street scenes, mostly. Strangely enough, 1 came 
across a photographer in New York who was retiring from 
business because of age — ^he was eighty. I bought his enrire 
stock. Shortly afterwards — ^here in Los Angeles — I discovered 
another old photographer who was going out of business. He 
was also an octogenarian, and had collected photograplis of 
early American street scenes. These prints liavc now become 
America’s history. Here’s New York without any skyscrapers. 
And look at that horse-traffic.” 

“They have scarcely faded,” his guest observed. “Between 
these photographs and your travel and guide books you have 
a unique story of America’s progress; adventure and history 
combined.” • , 

“These pictures only cover New York, Los Angeles and 
San Francisco — our east and . extreme west. It would be 
interesting to add to them — Boston, Washington, D.C., 
Chicago, etcetera.” 

“You’re confirming my conviction,” warned the art dealer. 
“Once a collector . . .” 

“. . . always a collector! No. I haven’t got the virus tliat 
badly — as yet. It just occurred to me that my photographs only 
show three giant cities in their m^ing. And those, while 
symbolizing America, arc not America. America is made up of 
himdreds of small towns and cities in her forty-eight states, 
from coast to coast. To get a comprehensive photographic 
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history of this great country in the making, I would need early 
pictures of the frontier towns — one-horse towns, hick towns, 
tank towns, we call them — ^wliich once were mere trading 
posts and even Indian territory/’ 

“It would make an exciting collection. Exciting to own and 
exciting to collect.’* 

“Mueller, you’re a bad influence. You ferret out my weak- 
ness and encourage it.” Getty’s tone of voice belied his facial 
expression. Pioneering another pliase in collecting was an 
appealing cliallenge. 

The art dealer smiled — a smile of long experience. 

His host went on to say how most visitors to ilic Santa 
Monica Ranch enjoyed the old photographs and found them 
entertaining;. He concluded: “Tliis room is where I enjoy 
seclusion. It has an atmosphere that inspires study and medita- 
tion. I spjnd some part of each day in here, working on my 
maps and business reports.” 

Life at the ranch slipped by quietly and pleasantly, one day 
drifting into anotlier. Mueller, through long-distance telephone 
calls and mail, adhered to his object of negotiating the sale of 
works of art to various museums in the United States. The 
museum authorities* of both San Francisco and Cleveland 
were interested to acquire certain paintings, subject t- » price 
adjustment. 

To the Dutchman’s surprise (Jetty extended him an invita- 
tion to travel as his guest, for three mouths or longer, and 
revisit England, France, CJermany and Italy. 

“Frankly, Mueller, I believe in the old adage that two heads 
arc better than one. And your knowledge of ancient marbles 
will be helpful. I w;uit to look around for some worthwhile 
sculpture in between nv^ business activities. These, of course, 
always dominate the scene and take p' 'ority over personal 
pleasures.” 

“I’d be delighted to accept if I can also combine business and 
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pleasure/’ responded the Dutchman. “As you doubtless know, 
Tm the travelling member of our firm. My partners normally 
do the selling, while I treasure-hunt for paintings and bronzes 
to replenish our dwindling stock. It should be possible to 
synchronize my schedule with yours.” 

“ Wc could start out right after the first of the year, if diat’s 
okay with you.” The American, once he had made a plan, 
was alwa) s eager to carry it out. 

With quickening interest the art dealer studied the remainder 
of his host’s varied collection. He spent much of his time in the 
museum section of the house and made copious notes for 
reference. These, he thought, might be useful when investi- 
gating those art objects whose backgrounds they proposed to 
explore when in Europe. 

The “Louis XVI Room”, he discovered, was as ynprcssive 
as its companion, the “Louis XV Room”. A “bureau a 
cylindre” signed B. Molitor attracted his experienced eye. 

This desk, fifty-three inches high, sixty-eight inches wide 
and thirty-three inches deep, had a cylindrical top* and stood 
on four fluted legs moimted in ormulu. Around the upper part 
of the table and the top of the cylinder were a succession 
of fricze-like panels in chased ormolu* composed of vine 
fohage with delicate tendrils, and amorini blowing trumpets. 

“The mounts arc by Gouthiere. They’re really exquisite 
examples of gilt-bronze ciselure. Tliis desk once belonged to 
Kmg Louis XVI. It is said to have come from the C^hateau de 
St. Cloud,” Getty explained. 

“The famed Molitor desk!” 

“Yes. It’s one of the best eight or ten examples which have 
come down to us.” 

“I suppose you look back with varying emotions on your 
many purchases now that they’ve stood the test of time,” 
mused the art dealer. 

“I do,” liis host said firmly. “Whatever I bought that 
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was of top quality has stood the test of time. It is always a 
pleasure. But anything of second-rate quality became boresome 
and an eyesore. 

“Whenever I think of my collection, I recall my best art 
objects — ^itot my worst. Unhappily for a collector, the public — 
when viewing a collection — often remember its worst ex- 
amples and forget its best. Maybe there’s a touch of malice in 
pubUc reaction? 

“When one invites someone to sec his collection there is 
obviously a background of pride and esteem; otherwise there’d 
be no collection. And pride often goeth before a fall! The 
visitor says to himself consciously or unconsciously: ‘.all right, 
let me see what is considered so fine, so precious. Let me sec 
this “Collect'ir’s Choice” and I’ll form my own opinion as to 
whether it’s choice.’ Safely off the premises, he’s likely to 
express surprise at finding so many third-rate art objects in 
what was reputedly an important art collection.” 

Mueller urged his companion on: “In French furniture, 
which pieces arc your special favourites? 1 low did you acquire 
them?” 

Getty half-smiled. “It’s a long story, so I’ll try to condense it. 
The Schili'sale in June of 1938 was a fortunate event for my 
collection. Mortinvt SchitF, son of the great banker Jacob 
Scliiff, owned an important collection of eighteenth-century 
French furniture and some fine carpets and porcelains. 

“I visited the sale rooms with an acquaintance, Leon 
Lacroix, who’s a good judge of quality, and selected the objects 
I wanted to acquire. Departing from my usual habit, I also 
went there on the day of the auction. The Paris and I ondon 
dealers appeared in full force, for it was one of the most 
important sales of the decade. 

“The room was packc^. But times were not good, and it 
became evident that the public was there . > see ratlier than to 
bid. Again departing from my usual habit, I did iny own bid- 
ding. The defers, sensing my determination to secure certain 
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objects, had little interest in bidding prices up in vain, so 
resigned themselves to the inevitable. 

“I acquired some wonderful pieces for the proverbial song, 
including my two Carlin Sevres plaques Gueridons ... a 
Carlin Sevres plaque side-table . . . the famous Molitor desk 
... the TiUiard damask sofa and chairs. And my unique Louis 
XIII Savonnerie carpet. The dealers left almost empty-handed. 

“When these treasures were added to the tapestry panels and 
furniture I had already procured through Mitchell Samuels of 
French and Company, I foimd myselfwith a first-class collection. 

“Also from the Schiff sale arc this pair of cightccndi- 
century Chinese porcelaiit v.'iscs with French ormolu mounts. 
Before tlie depression these sold for twenty-five to fifty 
thousand dollars a pair. Thus, tlie liistory of my French 
furniture collection can be divided, like Gaul, into three parts: 
pre-SchifF, Scliiff and post-Schiff.” 

A superb Louis XVI Secretaire signed “M. Carlin” next 
demanded attention. Martin Carlin, a cabinet-maker to King 
Louis XVI, was appointed Master Cabinet-maker to the royal 
household in 1766. 

“This came from’ one of the Rothschild collections. There’s 
a companion-piece in the Wallace Collection in London,” 
Getty volunteered. 

“I’ve seen it there,” said Mueller. “Which branch of the 
Rothschilds owned this lovely desk?” He read its catalogue 
description: 

“Top of white nurble enclosed by a pierced ormolu gallery; 
the frieze fitted with a drawer. The fall-front enclosing an 
interior with numerous drawers is inset with a large circular 
Sevres porcelain panel painted with a basket of flowers sus- 
pended from ribbon ties, framed hy a border of brilliant 
turquoise blue, decorated with httle medallions of roses. Each 
side has thrpe shelves. The lower part is fitted with a drawer, 
inset with Sevres panels painted with sprays of flowers, 
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supported by circular fluted legs, decorated with ormolu 
riioiuits and female masks. Period 1775. French.” 

“The Vienna Rothschilds,” replied Getty. “Baron Alfons 
and Baron Nathaniel, from whose collection I also acquired 
this second cabinet.” 

It was another superb Louis XVI secretaire, signed “Adam 
Wcisweiler”, with bronzes by Gouthiere. The art dealer read 
its catalogue description; 

“Top of white marble enclosed by an ormolu gallery. The 
frieze of bronze dore decorated with two fauns and children 
with trumpets. The front inset witli three very fine Sevres 
porcelain panels painted with bouquets of flowers, the fall- 
centre enclosing an interior with niiinerous small drawers 
flanked by . "‘Innmar pilasters with women’s heads; the side 
panels inset with circular Sevres porcelain panels decorated 
with flow^irs. The lower part is fitted with a drawer decorated 
in bronze dore with two amorini riding on lions. The four feet 
with interlaced stretchers. French. Period 1780.” 

“All the plaques are pate tendre Sevres of the finest quality 
and colours. Adam Wcisweiler was made Master u\ 1778,” 
Mueller observed. 

“Yes. Later on I’ll tell you somctliing about these lucky 
buys,” his host proufised, “and this. . . .” 

“This” was a small but extremely fine and rare Louis XV 
work or coffee table of green lacquer. Decorated with a blue 
and gold design, it was exquisitely mounted in bronze dore 
and fitted with a small drawer and shelf. The top was formed 
by a Sevres porcelain plaque wliich had a rose Pompadour 
ground decorated with blue and gold ornaments and a reserve 
panel depicting a shepherd’s love scene. The Sevres plaque bore 
the markings “K” for Dodin, and the letter “I” fl>r the year 
1761. Tliis table was signed “B.U.R.B.M.E.” on the bottom 
of the drawer. 

“The Guerault table! I was under the impressior^ that it had 
never been out of die Louvre,” 
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“There’s a conipanion-piece,” die American told his 
surprised guest. “It’s similar; not identical. This small Riesener 
table is another favourite of mine. It came from the EngHsh 
branch of the Rothschild family.’’ 

“Your French furniture parallels the rest of your treasure 
trove !’’ exclaimed the art dealer. “You have some exceptional 
works of art. Why don’t you give the public an opportunity of 
seeing them? It’s criminal to hide all diis beauty.’’ 

“One day I will,’’ Getty promised. “I’ve always had an idea 
at the back of my mind that this little museum might some day 
belong to the nation.” Not wishing to commit himself further, 
he changed the subject. “We must visit the Los Angeles County 
Museum. I’ve loaned them some paintings and carpets I’d like 
you to see.” 

The settee and two armchairs upholstered in earl^' Rt'gence 
eighteenth-century Gobelin tapestry were at one time owned 
by Comte Boni dc Castellane. 

Mueller was intrigued by the Gobelin tapestry design 
which covered the Regence settee. Under a canopy of land- 
scape, monkeys pLiycd musical instruments. The scat of the 
settee showed a leopard flanked by dogs. 

“I wonder why monkeys were ustd so extensively in 
eighteenth-century decor'i Your Cressent commode from the 
Gould collection is decorated by gilt-bronze children playing 
with a monkey.” 

The Dutchman learned that, like most of his purchases, 
Getty had bought the Regence Gobelin set, which was made 
around 1725, advantageously. The cost of these three pieces in 
Paris in 1904 was three hundred thousand gold francs — tlten 
about sixty thousand dollars. The suite was acquired for a mere 
sixteen thousand dollars ! Its previous owner had been George 
Blumenthal, once President of the Metropolitan Museum 
of Art in New York. 

“Why did you specialize in collecting eighteenth-century 
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French tapestries and furniture, seventeenth-century Savon- 
neries and sixteenth-century Persian carpets rather than paint- 
ings, which arc the choice of most collectors?” he questioned. 

“Partly for that very reason,” Getty told liini frankly. “I 
never like to follow the crowd.” He began to expound his 
theories of collecting. “A good painting is fine to look at — or 
to own. But pictures have become too fashionable. People 
will pay a hundred thousand dollars for a second-rate 
picture by a second-rate master, and believe they’re getting 
value.” 

The art dealer found that liis client objected to the division 
of artistic endeavour into major and minor art. As he said: 
“Why should a painting be major art and the Ardabil carpet 
minor?” And although Mueller’s ideas did not coincide with 
those of che tamous painter Whistler, who once publicly 
expressed his opinion that the Ardabil carpet — as a work of 
art — was worth all the pictures ever painted, he readily under- 
stood Getty’s point of view. 

“Pictures — ^whether in oil or watercolours — by their nature, 
the application of paint to wood or canvas, tend to be cold and 
stiff'. Their decorative value is limited. I get annoyed by the 
importance given to paintings by the majority of people. In 
their ignorance, thcYinterpret art as being of one sphere only — 
paintings. 

“For instance, the guides at the Wallace Collection in London 
take visitors info rooms there and expatiate on the pictures. They 
don’t even mention the wonderful furniture ! Yet, at an auction, 
the furniture in some of those rooms would undoubtedly yield 
far more than the pictures. The furniture is first-class, while 
some of the paintings arc notliing to rave about. 

“Why should past generations be considered less intelligent 
and less educated, art-wjsc, than the people of today? he 
went on. “It’s a known fact that up to a hundred years ago the 
best paintings by the best masters were often valued below 
furniture, carpets and tapestries. 
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“In classic times, Roman collectors paid up to fifty diousand 
dollars for a small wooden table. Very few masterpieces of paint- 
ing or sculpture would liavc fetched a tenth as much ! Maybe 
our ancestors over-valued tlieir furniture and under-valued their 
paintings. But our generation has gone to the odier extreme. 

“As a collector, I don’t believe that artistic merit follows a 
value as set by the market place; I don’t care to pay unrealistic 
prices for anything in hfe. A collector doesn’t have to be 
impracdcal. He can appreciate art and revel in its beauty, yet 
still want to invest his money wisely.’’ 

Mueller, agreeing in some respects, disagreed in others. “My 
views arc, of necessity, realistic, since I am a dealer. If I were 
a collector, my judgment would be determined by the beauty 
of the work of art and its appeal to me, radier than by any 
value placed upon it commercially.’’ 

He agreed however when Getty said: “If I limited myself 
to ‘Old Masters’ in paintings I’d have to content myself 
with a second- or third-class collection since practically every- 
thing first-class is in public museums. Even so, the best public 
museums have relatively few first-class picturcs/.^Thc proof of 
this could be found by our going into any large picture g-illery 
together. Presuming we each owned an imdivided half-interest 
in its collection, and wanted to divide it equally. I’ll make a bet 
you wouldn’t agree to my choosing twelve pictures as my h.'ilf 
and offering you the rest. Even on the assumption that there 
were five hundred pictures left.” 

The Dutch art dealer smiled broadly as his companion said: 
“I could select twelve paintings at the Louvre, far more 
valuable than all the hundreds I’d leave bcliind. I could un- 
doubtedly do the same at the Rijksmuscum, the Prado, the 
Vatican or the National Gallery.” 

“You would seriously devalue :}ny collection by taking 
your choice of twelve pictures. The importance of a collection 
is not its possession of numerous excellent works of art, but 
of a few great masterpieces.” 
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“All . . said Getty, “in classical statuary, French furniture, 
tapestries and carpets I consider I have such masterpieces. Yet if 
paintings were my preference, 1 could never hope to compete 
with the Louvre, the UfFizi, the Prado or fifty other fine collec- 
tions where paintings predominate. So — I have little desire to 
collect them. Oh, sure, Td like to include a few good works in 
my little museum. Paintings, however, arc not the be-all and 
end-all of artistic creation to me — as they arc to so many 
collectors.’* 

The Rothschild family, unquestionably the foremost 
collectors of French eighteenth-century furniture dr *ing the 
past hundred years, were seldom known to sell any of their 
treasures. Once works of art came into their collections they 
usually remained there, but when political trouble developed 
in Austri;^ rumour reached the international art market that 
some of the rare possessions of the Vienna house of Rothschild 
were about to change hands. 

Visiting Vienna in 1938, CJetty went to the Rothschild 
palace, but found it already occupied by Nazi police. 

Many of baron de Rothschild’s incomparable works of 
art were on loan to the Vienna Museum, and these were also 
seized. All automatically became the pr(^pcrty of th: Third 
Reich. 

The three brothers Alfons, Louis and Faigcne were the 
last generation of the Vienna Rothschilds. Louis was arrested 
by the Nazis and thrown into prison. Alfons and Eugene 
escaped to the United States. 

^939i Rcnhschild brothers signed a deed and bill of 
sale to the Nazi Government. It covered their entire vast 
possessions in Austria. 'Vheit rew’^ard was to be the release of 
Louis, who was still hcKl*as a political hostage. It was a high 
price, but they did not hesitate. Frecdo' ’ from tyranny was 
worth any sacrifice of material possessions. ... 

Among the works of art ultimately salvaged from this 
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priceless collection were the Sevres plaque secretaires by 
Carlin and by Weisweilcr. These two superb examples of 
French eighteenth-century decorative furniture were valued 
at a niininiuni of two hundred thousand dollars each during 
the first thirty years of this century. Difficult times of the 
’thirties, however, wars, revolutions and the high taxes of 
later years led to the disappearance of collectors with relatively 
unhmited resources. 

Getty, when offered these secretaires at one hundred and 
twenty-five diousand dollars for the pair, made a counter- 
offer of seventy-two thousand dollars. At first rejected, his 
offer was accepted some months later by the recently widowed 
Baroness Alfons de Rothschild. 

. . . “Your Louis XV Gueridon tables by Carlin arc most 
handsome. I expect you date them as being about 1^75,” said 
the art dealer. “The large R^gcncc bureau plat is also — ^without 
doubt — important. It has such graceful, clean-cut lines, and its 
ormolu mounts of satyrs and females arc unusually fine.” 

... “I take the liberty of quoting from your book Europe in 
the Ei^htectith Century,” he continued some time later. “ ‘Not 
many of us arc privileged to own genuino Javoimcrics because 
there arc probably not more than a hundred of them extant, 
and half of these arc in public collections.’ Yours, Mr. Getty, 
arc superb !” 

“Thanks, Mueller. I’m especially fond of my carpets. In 
fact, I enjoy everything that goes to make up my collec- 
tion. 

“ ‘Everything of equal standard’ is an excellent axiom. 
You arc obviously trying to live up to it.’’ 

“I am,” said the American seriqpsly. “I’ve followed the 
path of most collectors in so far as gradually weeding out less 
important pieces in order to make a balanced collection. I 
believe I have learned to evade the pitfalls, and thus now own 
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mosdy choice items. My little museum is about as complete 
"as 1 expect to make it. Unless, of course, I get a most imusual 
buy.” 

The art dealer seemed amused. “Mr. Getty,” he said, “in 
all my travels I have yet to meet a collector whose collection 
is complete — who isn’t on the look-out for that unusual 
buy.” 

“I mean what I say,” his client protested. “The only additions 
I intend making .ire some ancient marbles, if, as and when 
I’m lucky enough to find tliem.” 

Mueller who had not been active in tlic international art 
world for thirty years without understanding the psychology 
of collectors, smiled knowingly. “We shall see,” he said. 
“We shall , •' ” 

“One could, I suppose, find fault with some of my things,” 
said (ietty in a critical mood. “The walls of my French rooms, 
for instance. But I intend replacing them with suitable hoiseries. 
In fact, I propose having the work done while I’m away in 
Europe.” 

“An excellent idea,” concurred the Dutchman. “Stucco 
walls arc 'wrong’. But I didn’t like to hurt your feelings. 
Believe me, though; no one could be constructively criti'^al of 
your classical room.” 

. . . The classical room contained only a few choice and 
rare antique marbles. Its floor was an arresting mosaic, a 
Roman first-to-second-century specimen. It was a fine as well 
as an important example, its colouring unimpaired by time. 
Made up of twenty-two parts, tlic large central medallion 
contained figures of animals and a portrait-head enclosed 
within a honeycomb of hexagons. The remainder of the floor 
was an allover geometrical design of interlaced circles 
containing crucifi^rm devices, and displaying square tiled 
panels of bird figures of brilliant plumage. . . . 
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“I would say it depicts the story of Bacclius, God of Wine. 
The figures around liini seem representative of goddesses, birds 
and animals relating to mythology/' offered Mueller, thought- 
fully examining the mosaic design. 

“And possibly you'd be right. I have no knowledge of 
mosaics otlier than the knowTi fact that mosaic floors were used 
extensively during five centuries of Roman architecture." 

“We’ll dsHibtless find many fine specimens in Italy," said 
the Dutchman. “With your usual flair, Mr. Getty, you might 
discover that your floor came from Nero's villa at Antiuni or 
Hadrian's villa at Tivoli. Or perhaps from one of those 
numerous villas Tiberius once built for himself on the Island 
of Capri." 

“All right," said Getty good-humouredly. “I can take it. 
Here is Livia, wife of the Emperor Augustus. Tliis is one of the 
tw’o or three portrait-busts of hei now extant which^show her 
as a young woman. It must have been made shortly after she 
became Empress. As you can see, she’s indeed rare. The 
sculpture is undamaged, and dated as approximately 20 b.c." 
He went on to say that he had bought this work of art in Italy 
through liis usual dealer, Barsanti of Rome. Prior to that time, 
it had been in a private collection in Florence. And, ccMitinuing, 
by way of introduction: “Here’s Agripfyyia, whose mother, 
Juha, was the only child of Augustus. I always visualize Agrip- 
pina standing upright and dignified in one of those large niches 
in the Pantheon in Rome. Her father, the good and wise 
Marcus Agrippa, surely had her there — in the place of honour 
— on completion of his wonderful building." 

“It’s an idea! Only her head stands on this lovely column 
of rose marble. What’s happened to the rest of her?" 

“That is an interesting story. Maybe when we're in Rome — 
quien sabe—wc will find the answer." C Jetty shrugged his 
shoulders. “QinV« sahe.^' 

“This is a splendid torso of Venus," observed the Dutchman, 
critically examining the seven-eighths life-sized marble figure. 
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“Doubtless ‘Venus with the Looking-glass", and as usual, 
mutilated. I wonder why the misguided zeal of fanatics always 
led them to mutilate statues of gods and goddesses?” 

“Evidently they had no interest in art,” replied his host. 
“It was considered a meritorious act to strike off their heads 
and limbs, like my poor little Venus. Her torso is so exquisite ! 
She must have been a joy to behold with head and limbs. 
She, too, came from Barsanti. Incidentally l"m told on good 
authority that she was discovered in the ocean, right in front 
of Nero’s villa at Antium.” 

Antium, as Mueller knew, was the present-day Anzio. 
Many fine examples of early sculptures and marbles had — even 
of fairly recent date — been found in die ancient seas around 
Rome ‘/recce. 

A weeV lifter his arrival at the ranch the art dealer received 
a cable from Amsterdam. It appeared to cause him distress. 
“I am afraid it’s imperative that 1 leave here within two days. 

1 have to return to Holland on urgent family matters,” he 
confided to Getty. “But you may depend on me. I shall 
arrange my business so that we meet again in London, and 
can then travel together wherever you wish.” 

His host, althoujilli disappointed, was philosopluc^vi about 
changed plans. As he told the Dutchman, “Actually I seldom 
plan aliead. I much prefer to do things as and wlicr the spirit 
moves me: even to travelling. Will vou go by sea or air?” 

“By air. I enjoy flying, and air transport is a boon for long- 
distance journeys.” 

“For myself,” said Getty, “I prefer to stay closei to die 
ground. I was a passenger once in a Jenny’ back in 1917. And 
in ’42 I flew from Chicago to Tulsa, Oklahoma. Since then 
I’ve remained faithful to» automobiles, trains and ships. I’m a 
good sailor and always enjoy life on an occ.m liner. But my 
favourite means of transportation is a Cadillac — >vith myselt 
at the wheel. Driving is my greatest relaxation. I guess I’ve 
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driven pretty much all over these United States and Europe — 
several times.” 

There was still sufficient time left for a visit to Los Angeles 
and its County Museum, where, among other exhibits, the 
American’s treasured “Coronation Carpet” was on display. 

It was a magnificent example of Persian art, and had at 
one time belonged to a Scottish family. They had loaned it 
to Westminster Abbey for King Edward VII’s Coronation. 
Hence its tide. 

Tliis historic carpet was later purchased by an AmeritMii 
art collector, Clarence Mackay, for the sum of one hundred 
and twenty-five thousand dollars. 

The “Coronation Carpet” remained in his coiuitry home on 
Long Island until after his death. Then it found its way back to 
England, where Getty acquired it. Thus once again this treasure 
crossed the Atlantic, this time to Santa Monica, California. 

Mueller enjoyed seeing the exhibits and meeting some of die 
Museum officials. But he told his host there was not a carpet 
to compare with the large Ardabil which, only partly unrolled, 
was in the ranch museum. A febulous example of Islamic art, 
it sdmulated Mueller’s interest in Persian arts and crafts. 

From the sacred shrine of Safi in Ardabil, Persia, this carpet 
had elicited the challenging declaration:* “This is too good 
for Christian eyes to gaze upon.” Only one companion-piece 
exists, and it is on display in the Victoria and Albert Museum 
in London. 

. . . Back at the ranch, Getty’s two huge dogs boisterously 
greeted their master and sniffed liis companion with familiarity: 
a week of seeing Mueller around had made him part of their 
animal pattern-of-living. The lioness, Teresa, roared out her 
welcome. By d.is time, however, the Dutchman was some- 
what accustomed to the menagerie and their “language”, 
although aipazcment at his host’s deft handling and subtle 
knowledge of these wild animals remained. 

86 



The Ranch 


In response to his compliment, the American explained: 
•‘‘Tlicy recognize their kinsliip to man; wild animals have an 
almost uncanny sixth sense in relation to humans. Fear, 
mosdy, creates the barrier between us. When my grown bears 
were younger — me too — I had great fun boxing witli tlicm. 
They were always playful, and always gentle.” 

Enjoying a pre-dinner apmtif in the Laiiaii, Mueller recog- 
nized the Delft ashtrays — souvenirs acquired by his host when 
visiting the Island of Markcn. “I must confess that I didn’t 
imderstind what you meant when you said, ‘These will be 
fine for the Lanaii’,” he admitted. “In fact, I’ve often won- 
dered what a Lanaii was.” He looked around him with 
curiosity .>^^^rving the gay chintz covers, the ultra-modem 
furniture, the wall of glass, with alongside it boxes of growing 
plants an^ flowers. Lightness, brightness, and informality were 
the key-notes of this room. 

“Hawaii originated die Lanaii,” said die American, “and 
our southern California climate favours these tcrrace-cum-den 
combinations. This is where I lounge around and relax; listen 
to the radio or gramophone records; or, once in a while, 
watch television.” 

“Lanaii life” and,kis host’s interest in classical culture seemed 
worlds apart. However, it was not the first time the Dutchman 
had been surprised since he had been at the ranch. 

“The Lanaii is a fashion I would like to introduce to my own 
country,” he announced, draining his glass. 

Anticipating a visit of longer duration, Getty had expected 
to show Mueller somediing of Los Angeles and its environs: 
to drive along the beautiful coast to Santa Barbara and, 
furdier north see some of die old Spanish Missions diat still 
remained in southern Ci^Jifornia. “I guess the local sights will 
have to suffice,” he concluded somewli.:: regretfully, 

. . . Mueller was positiv^c he would always remember die 
sight of those gaily ornamented floats and automobiles along 
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Hollywood Boulevard on that summer-like winter’s evening. 
It was a sight wliich inspired mixed emotions. 

As far as the eye could see, the wide thoroughfare was 
festooned with multi-coloured illuminations. Windows of all 
stores lining the boulevard were massed with Christmas mer- 
chandise, glittering and decorative. 

PavTinents were jammed solid with people watching this 
seasonal procession. The floats competed with each other. 
Blazing electric Ughts were massed together to create tab- 
leaux and portraits which were works of art in themselves, 
some of religious or Biblical subjects. And over all presided 
Santa Claus in traditional red costume .and flowing white 
beard. 

Later, at the near-by Beachcomber’s Restaurant, fimed for 
its Hawaiian delicacies, Getty introduced him to their^“spccial” 
— an excellent after-dinner drink, coffee grog. 

In Hollywood’s legendary Brow’ii Derby, Mueller expressed 
his disappointment at not seeing even c*nc mox'ie star. 

At the Cocoanut Grove, internationally famous room in the 
Los Angeles Biltmore Hotel, where palm trees miraculously 
grew out of the dance floor, there were still no recognizable 
movie stars. • , 

“We’ll sec if we can’t find you at least one,” his host 
promised, as their car drew up outside Mocambo, an exclusive 
intimate club on The Strip — a short strip of roacl which serves 
as a connecting link between two sections of the city of Los 
Angeles. 

Mocambo was filled to overflowing, and the art dealer 
noted that here, as elsewhere, lus companion W'as well known. 

‘You forget that I was practically raised in this town,” 
Getty retorted ‘ i his chiding. “I sijdom get around to the 
night spots, though. This is quite an event for me, too.” 

To Mueller’s satisfaction, Mocambo provided several movie 
stars. Like most people, however, he was disillusioned to find 
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that without their screen make-up movie stars looked hardly 
more glamorous than the average run of people anywhere. 

Next morning the American sentimentally pointed out a 
frame and stucco mansion on Wilshire Boulevard, at the 
corner of Kingsley Drive. Much of his youth had been happily 
spent there; this residence had belonged to his parents. 

‘‘Like everything else, it’s changed, evolutionwise,” he 
observed regretfully. “This neighbourliood used to be one of 
the choicest in Los Angeles. When my parents first settled out 
here in 1907, all this property — clear out to my place at Santa 
Monica and beyond — was nothing but wild ranchland.“ 

. . . Befi>.« Mueller left for Holland, he and Getty discussed 
those works and objects art they had decided to “explore”. 

“I doift agree with you about your fountain,” the art 
dealer said firmly. 

“Do you still believe it to be of any importance?” 

“1 do. True, it’s not unusual as to the pedestal. But its 
subject-matter — three bronze monkeys sitting around the 
base — leads me to believe it is representative of an important 
Renaissance sculpture. Perhaps a first copy, if not an original.” 

“All right, we’ll^Miclude it. Though I’ve never felt that my 
monkey tountaiii might be a copy of a Cuambologi.a or a 
Tacca. The only information I can contribute is to tell you that 
I bought it fiiany years ago from Crowthcr’s in London. 
They, as you know, specialize in garden sculptures. They said 
it was formerly the Earl of Effmgham's property, used as an 
ornament on his estate in England, and indicated its origin was 
Italian.” 

“It’s possible that those bronze monkeys signify monkey 
gods and illustrate a fable^ I should like to trace its backgromiu,” 
Mueller insisted. 

The great bronze door which served as an entrance to a new' 
wing of the ranch-house had likewise whetted liis curiosity. 
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It was in pure Renaissance design and of superb patina. Its 
lower panel represented a battle scene and its upper panel a 
triumphal scene. The surroimding ornamentation was sym- 
bolic of war, with figures bearing shields and trophies. Men 
and horses standing out in bold relief gave an impression that, 
by placing one’s hand around any of the bronze figures, one 
coidd lift them intact out of their panels. 

The great bronze door botli enlianccd and completed the 
courtyard as a pictorial scene, the art dealer maintained. In 
origin and period it paralleled the monkey fountain which was 
the central ornament there. “It might easily have been the 
entrance to an old palazzo in Rome or in Florence,” he said. 

Getty related one of the many legends of his r.mrh — of the 
huge California Oaks — and of the allegedly largest oak tree 
in the whole wide world, said to be over a thousand years 
old, which was swept away like a leaf out of the ranch grounds 
by a fierce storm. 

“One hears a lot of tall stories about these old Spanish grant 
properties,” he told the Dutchman. 

Arranging to meet in London early in die following year, 
Mueller took his departure, declaring that his unfortunately 
curtailed visit had' none the less been a memorable and 
enriching experience. 

. . . Aboard the aeroplane, en route east to New York on the 
first lap of his return flight to Amsterdam, the Dutch art 
dealer, before relaxing into a comfortable doze, reflected upon 
the events of the past weeks, and of his host. 

“Strange,” he mused. “I suppose I can now call the American 
a friend rather than essentially a client. Yet by and large I still 
know litde of J. Paul Cietty — the man himself — beyond the 
fact that he’s ar ‘Important Collcctcjr’.” 
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England: a Gainsborough — and a 
Roman Statue 

S UDBURY, in the county of Suft'olk, England. It was a 
quiet little village in the year 1746, and a wedding being 
solemnized in its old church was an event calculated to 
bring Sudbury’s residents, young and old, out of their homes. 
On this Saturday morning one and all turned out, 

dressed in their best for the marriage of Sudbury’s native son, 
Thomas Gainsborough, to her native daughter, Margaret Burr. 

Gainsborough, a young man of nineteen, had recently 
returned from London, where he was studying painting with 
the famous artist, Bayinann. Formerly he had studied with 
Gravelot, a well-known engraver. Sudbury’s small church 
was crowded with family friends and well-wishers, .and soon, 
the wedding ceremony concluded, the happy pair walked up 
tltc aisle arm-in-ariy»to the organ strains of suitable w'odding 
music as chosen by the bride. 

An unknown but aspiring young painter, Thomas Gains- 
borough was ’destined to gain early recognition. Pioneering 
naturalism in landscapes, his subtle handling of tone and 
delicate feeling of colour speedily brought liis work to the 
attention of the w'orld of art. In 1760, with considerable artistic 
achievement to his credit, Gainsborough, an astute business- 
man as well as a man of genius, moved from Ipsw'ich, where he 
had made his home since Jiis marri.-ige, to Bath. 

. . . According to fable. Prince Bladud, a leper, found a cure 
in Bath’s naineral springs and waters nine centuries before 
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Christ. In the seventeenth century a visit by King Charles II 
and die Duchess of Cleveland made Bath fashionable. The 
famous diarist, Samuel Pepys, gave it honourable mention, 
and dieii in the eighteenth century — under Beau Nash’s 
direction — Bath became known as the most exclusive watering 
and curative spa in England. . . . 

It was obviously an excellent choice of locale for an ambitious 
young poi trait painter. For Gainsborough had decided to 
emulate his contemporaries, George Romney and Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, and concentrate mainly on portraiture. 

Bath, with its wealthy and fashionable clientele, proved 
ideal. Within a tew years, Thomas Gainsborough became the 
rage of Society. To be painted by him was synonymous with 
social success. Tlic lion’s share of portrait painting, however, 
still went to Romney and Reynolds in London. In 1774, 
Gainsborough, realizing that Bath had its limitation^, changed 
residence again— this time for London. 

In the Metropolis, he became one of the original members 
of the Royal Academy, which was honoured by the direct 
patronage of King George III. (Gainsborough cdlitributcd 
regularly until 17S3, when a dispute over the hanging of one 
of his pictures caused him to refuse tt) exliibit at the Royal 
Academy again.) 

During this period there was a man in London already 
famous in artistic circles, a man whom both artist and art 
dealer called friend, a man who created one of the most unique 
business enterprises of his time— James A. C'hristie, founder of 
Christie, Manson and Woods, auctioneers, universally known 
as Christie’s. 

. . . Getty put dow^n the article he was reading and looked 
at his wrist-w'at h. 

“The sale begins in half an hour,” Mueller observed 
pointedly. 

“We’ll be on time. It’s only five minutes’ walk from here.’’ 
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Christie, Maiison and Woods were holding one of their 
weekly sales at their auction rooms in London. The huge rooms 
were almost full by the time Mueller and the American arrived 
there. They managed, however, to secure tw^o seats at the back 
and, catalogue in hand, prepared to sit through the two hours’ 
auction. 

Most of the important dealers in antiques and fine art 
from the English provinces, London and continental Europe 
were present that day. It was an exceptional sale featuring 
the furnishings and effects of one of the stately homes of 
Engkuid. 

“It’s really tough,” said Getty, “that after such a hard-won 
war, Britishers have to liquidate their family treasures to pay 
death duti^'s « funily estates. It seenrs a gross miscarriage of 
justice!” 

“It is indeed,” the Dutchnun repUed, and then listened 
attentively as the bidding opened. 

vSeveral more or less unimportant pieces were offered and 
sold for fiiir prices, until a more imposing item was offered — 
the normal routine adopted by auctioneers. 

“One thousand two hundred guineas! Am 1 bid one thou- 
sand two hundred guineas? One thousand three hundred 
guineas! Am I bid j^ie thousand three hundred guineas? One 
thousand five luuidred guineas! Am I bid . . . ?” — and so the 
auctioneer, standing upon his rostrum, continued until: 
“Cioing — goin§ — gone!” And “Lot No. is” went to the 
highest bidder for two thousand guineas. 

“It was a good buy,” Getty whispered. “Why didn’t you 
outbid him?” 

“It might have jumped the price to two thousand five 
hundred. Too high. Besides, there are more attractive items in 
the catalogue.” 

The atmosphere became tenser as the ^ale proceeded. The 
Dutch art dealer made several bids, apparently with restraint. 
Whenever competition became over-keen he retired. There 
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were some beautiful pieces, yet little of major importance. 
Strong in one period of old English furniture and in Georgian 
silver, the sale was weak in paintings and bronzes — the 
works of art he especially desired. Prices were good. It was 
evident that there was still a healthy demand for fine art 
objects. 

Not interested in buying, Getty compared postwar values. 
He was gr.itificd to find that prices for works of art had not 
only maintained tlieir liigh level, but in some phases increased. 
A variety of comments from buyers and would-be buyers 
around him confirmed liis suspicion that many of these 
treasures would find tlieir way across the Atlantic, due to 
changed circumstances and Britain’s austerity programme. 
People who normally indulged their tastes for antique furnish- 
ings, silver and those appurtenances associated with the great 
town houses and country estates of England’s nubility and 
landed gentry could no longer afford to do so. 

“Evolution,” he decided. “Social evolution. Nothing 
remains static.” 

As the sale proceeded excitement mounted, and 1^1111 it — so 
it seemed to Mueller — the temperature of the room became 
stiflingly hot. Distracting his client’s attention from the 
auctioneer for a moment, he said: 

“There’s an unhealthy lack of ventilation in here.” 

Subconsciously, his companion reacted by putting a band to 
his throat and loosening his shirt collar. 

"Yours, sir!” shouted the auctioneer, pointing to him. 
"Yours — for one hundred guineas!” 

“Great Heavens !” exclaimed Getty. “What has been wished 
on me?” 

There was subdued laughter from those around him. If, 
while the bidding was in progrcss„a person .absent-mindedly 
smoothed his hair, stroked his chin or lifted his hand, it 
was often mistaken for a bid and the item on auction was 
consequently knocked down to him. This time — ^and 
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for the fint time in ms art-Duying career — Getty was the 
victim. 

“It’s No. I 8a,’’ said the Dutch art dealer, thumbing through 
his catalogue. “A watercolour of Old London, a street scene 
of about 1845.’’ 

“I’ll be darned!’’ ejaculated his client who none the less 
accepted the accident with good liumom. “I’ll be darned! 

I have 110 use for a painting like this. I’ll have to put it back 
for sale.’’ 

, . . And thus, by a strange quirk of Fate, was laid the 
foundation of a small collection of paintings which tlic 
American always alluded to as “My Moderns’’ .... 

After tile sale ended both men went into Christie’s private 
offices, Mueller to complete his purchase of a pair of bronze 
figurines by Rodin, his sole acquisition from tlut day’s auction, 
his companion to renew acquaintance with the partners and 
stall' of Christie, Manson and Woods. 

“We hoped wc might see you in England about this time, 
Mr. Cietty," C'hristio’s m.anager s.iid in greeting. “You usually 
arrive in London during the month of June. Did you find 
anything that you liked today — other than your surprise 
purchase?” He seemed amused by this incident. Getty smiled 
ruefully. “Once in tly^lifo of every man,” he quoted. And then: 
“There were some very fine tilings, but not in my line. I’m 
only interested in .ancient marbles this trip. Do you know of 
any? 

“I wish I did, sir. Since the war, .md the embargo on export- 
ing works from Italy .md CIrcecc, there's nothing worthwhile 
available. The few ancient marbles in private collections 
remain diere. And should aiiydiing of importance get on 
to the market it’s immediately snatched up by museums, here 
and in the United States, 'J’hcrc’s an absolute fimine in Greek 
and early Roman works. I shall be surpna^d if you find any 
important sculptures.” 

Mueller, occupied in concluding his tnansactioti with the 
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cashier’s desk, now joined in the conversation. It veered to liis 
last visit to tlic United States, and liis impressions of the current 
and increasing demand tliere for fine works of art. 

“May I offer you gentlemen some tea?” Christie’s manager 
asked. “It’s four o’clock — tea-time in England.” 

While he was speaking, a young girl appeared with a tea- 
tray set with three cups and saucers. It was evidently a foregone 
conclusion that whoever was in the manager’s office at tea- 
time had tea, regardless. 

Over tea and sweet biscuits, the Dutch art dealer broached 
the subject of Gainsborough’s “Christie”. 

“Mr. Mueller has kindly agreed to co-<^rdinate his European 
travels with mine,” Getty explained. “He’s booking for 
bargains, and I’m entertaining myself in whatever time I can 
spare from business by delving into the backgroimds of certain 
of my art treasures,” 

He went on to tell Christie’s manager about his trip to 
Holland: about the facts unearthed relating to Rembrandt’s 
“Marten Looteii”, saying, in conclusion, “I’m cciually anxious 
to learn something about Gainsborough’s ‘James Christie’. 
Other than its catalogue description, I know precious little 
about it.” 

The Englishman showed surprise at ar.yone taking the time 
and trouble to investigate a work of art they had already 
acquired. Diplomatically — in his punctilious and polite manner 
— he indicated tliat this must be an American roiblc. 

“Wc Americans alw^ays like to find out what makes the 
wheels go round. Making my collection has pretKCupied me. 
1 know little of the individual histories of my works of art. 
Exploring their w^hys and wherefores is exciting — as exciting 
as collecting itself.” 

“You w'!l find it interesting, po doubt,” the manager 
politely agreed. He pressed a button on his desk and the girl 
who had brought in the tea-tray reappeared. 

“Ivy,” Kc said, “please bring me the catalogue of our sale 
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of May 20th, 1927, and anytliing else you can find connected 
with that sale.” 

Ivy departed as silently as she entered. 

“You have an extraordinary memory, sir!” the Dutch art 
dealer exclaimed. 

“Thank you,” replied the Englishman. “Unfortunately, 
1 don’t always remember the specific date of a sale, although I 
was working with our firm in 1927. But I always recall the 
sale of this particular Gainsborough.” 

“1 wonder why Christie’s permitted this portrait to leave 
their family,” Getty asked eagerly. The manager’s attitude 
reflected that he, likewise, wondered why: and regretted its 
disposal. Before any further comment could be made. Ivy 
re-entered with an armful of files. 

“Mr. Wilson told me to bring them all. He said you would 
sort out what you w'ant.” 

Sorting out several files, they came to one containing a 
photograph ot the Gainsborough portrait. Another provided 
some relalivcly unimportant data. 

“Here it is, sir.” The American was handed a catalogue, 
which read: 


SALE, FRIDAY. MAY 20th, 1927 lor 29 
The following is the 

propertv- of james a. ciiuiSTir, esq., m.p. 

Picture 

niOMAS (.AINSBOROUOH, U.A. 

I’ortrair of James Christie, Esq. 

Founder of the firm of Cliristie, Manson and Woods. 

Born at Perth, Scotland, 1730, of English and Scottish 
parent.igc. He served for some time as a midshipman in 
the Royal Navy, and later settled in London as an assistant 
to an auctioneer in Covent Garden nan. 1 Annesley. 

About 1766 he started business on his own account 
at the rooms in Pall M.dl formerly occupied' by die 
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print-seller, Richard Dalton, and in 1770 removed to 125 
Pall Mall, next door to Schonberg House. He died at his • 
residence in Pall Mall on November 3rd, 1803. 

In brown coat with rolled collar, brown vest, and 
breeches, white frills at die neck and wrists; a watch-fob 
with two seals hangs from his pockets; powdered hair; 
leaning on a framed landscape by Clainsborough and 
holding a paper in his right hand; red curtain background. 

Painted, 1778. 

49 J in. by 39 J in. 

Exhibited at the Royal Academy, 1778. 

Exhibited at the National Portrait Exhibition, 1867. 

Exhibited at Burlington House, 1891. 

See Sir W. Armstrong’s Gainsborough, p. 193. 

See James Greig’s Gainsborough, p. 123. 

Bought by Agnew for seven thousand, five hundred 
and sixty pounds. 

“I bought it in 1938,” Getty volunteered. 

“From Colnaghi’s, not Agnew’s. And you paid seven 
thousand five hundred pounds for the painting,” C>hristie’s 
manager informed his listeners. 

“You certainly know the history* ^of Gainsborough’s 
‘Christie’,” said Getty. “I envy you your prodigious memory.” 

The manager seemed embarrassed; like most Britishers, he 
was unaccustomed to praise. His position tvith the firm 
demanded tact, a basic knowledge of the art-world in general, 
and, of course, a good memory was always an asset in business. 

The phlegmatic English people, whilst appreciating services 
rendered, were seldom effusive with their praise. On the con- 
trary, Americans invariably said what they thought at any 
unexpected m< ment. This spontaneous compliment inspired 
a response. The manager relaxed. He began to express his 
personal feeling of disappointment that his firm had not 
reacquired this portrait of their founder when, upon the death 
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of James Christie’s great-grandson in 1927, the painting was 
ordered to be put up for auction. 

Mueller and Getty learned that this canvas had hung in 
the gallery at Christie’s auction rooms for a hundred years 
before its removal to the home of the great-grandson who 
inherited it. In the 1920’s, when works by Romney, Reynolds, 
Lawrence and Gainsborough were in great demand and fetch- 
ing enormous prices, the firm of Christie, Manson and Woods 
reluctantly decided they could not afford the capital invest- 
ment necessary to purcliase this portrait from die then deceased 
great-grandson’s estate. 

“I believed that I was actually overpaying for die Gains- 
borough,” said Getty. ‘‘As you know, English works fetched 
high pr^cs ’*1 the ’twenties. But in the ’thirties, Romney, 
Reynolds and other famous artists sold for a fraction of what 
they’d brought ten years previously. Yet I paid the same 
figure this canvas yielded in its heyday.” 

‘‘You still bought ‘right’, sir. I haven’t seen the Christie 
portrait for many years now, but it’s universally considered to 
be one of Gainsborough’s masterpieces.” 

‘‘At the time,” Getty went on, ‘‘I was sitting for a portrait 
by Gerald Brockhurst. I wanted to acquire one outstanding 
painting of the English School and saw the Gainsborough — 
quite by accident — at Cohiaglii’s Gallery. I asked Bri>ckhurst 
if he would expertize it for me. And he did. He too considered 
it to be one of Gainsborough’s best and advised its purchase 
even though the price was high. He also told me that the 
painting would have been of greater value commercially — 
although not artistically — ^if its subject were a lovely woman, 
or even a child.” 

Christie’s manager smiled. ‘‘Of course, sir, we’ve always held 
the opinion that tliis particular portrait could not be improved 
upon. Mr. James Christie, you Avill n doubt agree, was a 
handsome figure of a man. He made a fine portrait.” 

The three of them entered into a lively discussion apropos of 
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the psychological reasons wliich made paintings of children, 
girls or pretty women of greater commercial value. Facts were 
cited to prove or disprove this or that theory. Mueller vehe- 
mendy disagreed. Subject-matter, he insisted, would never 
take precedence over composition and technical execution 
•with any art expert. 

“I wonder how and where James Christie and Thomas 
Gainsborough first met?” Getty ruminated aloud. 

“Supposedly on an Opening Day at the Royal Academy 
some short time after Gainsborough came to live in London,” 
said the manager. 

“I’d sure like to know something about diat meeting. Do 
you have any of die details?” 

“No, none, Mr. Getty. It’s just hearsay — and more or less 
a fable nowadays. It’s a long time ago — in die 1770’s !” 

“Maybe we can all lunch together tomorrow, .ytd you’ll 
tell me whatever you know. Any scraps of information will 
be welcome.” 

Christie’s manager again pressed a button on his desk and 
in a moment Ivy reappeared. 

“Have I got a limcheon engagement for tomorrow. Ivy?” 
he asked. The girl, of wraith-like personality, disappeared 
without a word and in a few moments wjl!>,back, appointment- 
book in hand. 

“No, sir. You have an engagement at Hove in the aftenioon. 
It is a two hours’ drive, sir.” 

“Thank you, Ivy.” He turned to the Dutch art dealer and 
the American as, noiselessly, the girl departed again. “I can 
manage an early luncheon — if that will suit you?” 

“Fine! Come over to my apartment at the Ritz at 12.30,” 
cordially invited Getty. 

“1 shall look fiirward to seeing yov, then.” The Englishman 
shook hands with each man in turn and bowed them out. 

. . . Many heads turned to look, with curiosity, as the two 
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men, an oddly-assorted pair, walked briskly along Piccadilly 
back to the Ritz Hotel. The contrast between tlicm could not 
have been more pronounced. Mueller^s sojourn in his native 
Holland had increased liis corpulence and made his short legs 
look even shorter. In appearance, he might have sat to a 
cartoonist as the typical Dutchman of popular conception 
depicted in old-fashioned lithographs. The American, on the 
other hand, having lost a few pounds in weight, looked taller 
and even more loose-limbed. His face still bore traces of a 
California suntan. 

k was an effort for Mueller to keep pace with his com- 
panion’s long-legged stride, and the latter, realizing this, 
apologetically slowed down. 

London st’^iving to regain an atmosphere of pre-war gaiety, 
was inaugurating the Festival of Britain. The great city was 
crowded ;^vith its own natives and a motley of peoples from 
different parts of the world. Among them were many visitors 
from the United States. 

“You can spot an American a block away/’ exclaimed 
Cetty. “It never occurred to me before, but we Americans 
have a tell-tale walk — almost a strut. 1 guess it's sort of a 
defence mechanism. A challenge from citizens of the New 
World to subjects (if the Old World saying: 'Sure, here we 
arc, independent, enterprising, and all set to enjt^y your culture 
with our dough’.” 

“If we could but see ourselves as others sec us there might be 
more laughter in xhe world and less tragedy,” the Dutchman 
said, noting that in London, as elsewhere, liis client’s trench- 
ant interest in all phases of daily living w as evident. 

“In a nutshell, Mueller, I’m a rabid Cook’s tourist. I have 
a blinding, restless urge to see and participate in everytliing 
that’s happening regardless of where I am. I’m afraid it’s a 
strain on my friends, and on their staiv na,” Getty said, lus 
half-smile broadening. 

“I hope mine will stand the strain !” 
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“It should. You, Mueller, are quite a few years younger 
than I.” 

“Only two or three, I imagine. And without your boundless 
energy and physical endurance. However, I’ll try to keep pace 
with you, and hope for the best.” 

“Swell! Tonight, let us go over to the South Bank. I’m 
anxious to sec the Festival of Britain. Aren’t you?” 

. . . The Festival Pleasure Gardens, situated on the South 
Bank of the River Thames, covered a large acreage. The 
Festival of Britain itself was in the nature of an exhibition 
resembling the World’s Fair in America, Getty told Mueller. 
Excepting that here, British and Dominion wares, arts and 
crafts were solely represented, whereas its American coimter- 
part had International pavilions displaying dre works, culture 
and crafts of many nations. ^ 

Highlights here were the Dome of Discovery, in which was 
housed the Hall of Science; an immense Concert Hall; pano- 
ramic Pleasure Gardens. For miles along the Thames Embank- 
ment gay iUuminations pierced the evening darkftess, and 
throngs of automobiles and chartered buses brought sightseers 
from far and wide to the banks of the river affectionately 
referred to the world over as “Old Father Thames”. 

“It’s well worth seeing 1” exclaimed Getty. The Dutchman 
agreed, but after two and a half hours of constant walking 
declared that whilst he had gained in knowlcdg(c he had seen 
quite enough for the time being. 

“You’re a quitter,” announced his companion. “There are 
days of worthwhile sightseeing here.” The art dealer was 
relieved when he suggested “Let’s take in the variety show 
they advertise.” 

They were fojtunate in securing pwo vacant scats for the 
last performance. The length and breadth of England had been 
scoured for quality performers and only top talent was enhsted 
for the much publicized Festival of Britain. The especially 
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erected Royal Festival Concert Hall, whose architecture 
provoked both controversy and admiration, was filled to 
capacity with a warmly responsive audience. To Mueller’s 
astonishment, his companion relaxed under this spell and 
somewhat shyly joined in the community singing in which 
bodi artists and audience participated. 

. . . The Ritz Hotel, quintessence of luxury and refinemt'iit, 
is a fashionable rendezvous at all times. 

Its main restaurant, overlooking the Green Park, was 
crowded for luncheon that day. Several people paused to 
greet Getty on his annual return to London. The three men 
had reached dieir dessert course by the time they were able 
luiinterninn c’h' to concentrate on the subject of James A. 
Christie. 

“As yyu might possibly know,” said Christie’s manager, 
“Christie’s was established in 1766. Some of the most famous 
sales in liistory have been made by us. In 1882, the Hamilton 
Palace Collection realized over three hundred .and ninety- 
seven thousand pounds — a fabulous fortune in those days! 
Before that — in 1 875 — the Manley I lall Collection yielded one 
hundred and fifty thousand pounds. We had the Bem.d Col- 
lection, the Fontaiqp»Collection, the Dudley’s, the Magniac’s — 
and many odiers of equal importance. We sold Sir Juli.in 
Goldsmith’s pictures. Sir John Pender’s pictures, and the jewels 
and paintings* belonging to the Duke of Cambridge. I think 
it’s safe to say tliat a large percentage of important sales are 
still effected through our firm. More recently — in 1951 — we 
raised approximately thirty-seven thousand pounds for the 
Red Cross by selling miscellaneous articles sent into our 
auction rooms by anonymous donors. The contribution was 
listed briefly as ‘From a Jalc at Christie’s’.” 

“I’ve attended Christie’s s.ales for at k..st twenty-five years 
myself,” said the Dutch art dealer. 

“What was your last purchase at Christie’s, sir,” the manager 
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asked the American, “other thanyouraccident-bidof yesterday ?” 

Getty thought for a moment before committing liimself to 
a reply. “If I recall correedy, it was a very fine Savoimeric 
carpet. And talking of my ‘Modem’ — which is. I believe, a 
Victorian work — I rather like street scenes, so I’ve decided to 
keep it after all.” 

The manager produced a few sheets of paper on which 
were written whatever story he had found relative to James 
Christie and Thomas Gainsborough. 

“Thanks. I certainly do appreciate your going to all this 
trouble.” 

“You arc very welcome,” the Englishman assured him. 
“I only wish that it were possible for us to provide something 
more tangible for you, sir.” 

“Find me some ancient marbles,” said the American with a 
smile. 

The manager deliberated a moment. “1 prefer not to be 
quoted, but there might possibly be something in the Marquess 
of Lansdowne’s Collection, if you can induce the family to 
sell. Unfortimatcly, they haven’t sent anything in to us. But 
you might try nego.tiating with diem through Spink’s. You 
know them, of course? Among other things, they specialize 
in ancient marbles. They have a splendid .classical section.” 

. . . Spink & Son, of St. James’s; Frank Partridge & Sons, 
of Bond Street; T. Crowther & Son, of Fulham; Cameron’s 
of Grosvenor Square; Botibol’s; C'olnaghi’s — all “fine art and 
antique dealers” of renown and reputation — contacted Getty 
during his first week’s sojourn in London. 

“One would have to be a billionaire,” he quipped to Mueller 
as they crossed Piccadilly into Bond Street, on their way to 
keep an appointment at Frank Partrylge & Sons. “But 1 must 
admit I enjoy all this courtesy and consideration. Should any- 
thing exceptional come on the market. I’ve requested that 
they cable liiy lawyer in New York. He always knows where 

104 



England: a Gainsborouah — and a Roman Statue 


to reach me. But iVe not been steered on to anything spectacu- 
lar since the Rembrandt. Your firm has always been right 
on the beam. Too bad you don’t handle marbles. Why 
not?” 

They waited for the traffic lights to change before crossing 
the narrow street, wliich was, as always, congested, and were 
on the opposite pavement before the art dealer spoke. 

“Having built our reputation on fine paintings of the 
Dutch School, we concentrate mainly in that direction, with 
bronzes as our second feature. Perhaps we ought to expand 
our interests — I don’t know. Antique marbles arc so difficult 
to find. And handling them creates many problems for a 
dealer.” 

. . . Bond Street, with its innumerable speciality shops 
catering fo die highest clientele, was a scene of discreetly 
well-dressed women, with only a sprinkling of men. Cartier’s, 
their windows adorned with a handful of priceless jewels, 
attracted the Dutchman’s eye. 

“I love beautiful gems,” he confided. 

“Jewellery never attracts me,” said the American as they 
passed by Asprey’s, with its array of gold and silver trinkets 
of die superb crafi^mansliip for which they were famous. 
He paused, however, to admire a desk-set of English hogskin 
displayed in their side window. 

“How different from 1949! When I first came back here — 
four years after the war in Europe was over — it was pathetic; 
most everyone still loc>ked careworn and sort of shabby. Quite 
some percentage of die stores had been bombed, auJ very 
limited merchandise was available — let alone displayed. I'll 
never forget my first sight of the City and the East End — 
they’d been blitzed almo^y: to obliteration ! What a nightmare 
for anyone to have lived through!” 

“My first postwar visit was in the winter of ’47, ’ said 
Mueller. “I was under the firm impression that my people had 
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suffered — until I saw London. Why, Dutch food rations were 
a feast as compared to England ! And our clothes rations were 
an extravagance by contrast.” 

“And there’s still some rationing here — the only country 
in Europe where it still exists. I’m forever amazed by the 
British people’s endurance. They accept these things so 
philosophically. One just has to admire their spirit.” 

By this time diey had reached their destination. 

Inside the sumptuous antique galleries they were greeted by 
Claude Partridge, who invited them to look around whilst 
waiting for his father to arrive. An appointment had been 
made to sec a pair of ancient marble columns and some 
sculptured figures. 

“I’m not over-optimistic,” confided Getty, “and I said as 
much to Partridge when he called me tliis morning.” 

“Still, there’s nothing to be lost by seeing thfin,” was 
Mueller’s advice. 

With the arrival of Frank Partridge, they all got into a 
taxicab and drove to a warehouse in Mar^debonc Road where 
the marbles were stored. 

On first sight the, American was impressed. The Dutch art 
dealer, however, was dubious. 

“They are only fair,” was his verdict. , “Of course I’m no 
great authority, but in my opinion these columns are much 
superior to the figures. I would say the columns are good 
Roman examples, but far from being first-rate. The figures 
arc Roman also, but of poor quality. They arc about second 
century a.d.” 

Frank Partridge agreed that these works of art were not of 
museum quality, and showed an evident surprise at Mueller’s 
undoubted knowledge of ancient marbles. 

“Paintings art my business; sculptiires arc only my hobby,” 
said the affable Dutchman. 

“You’ve evidently taken your hobby seriously,” commented 
Partridge. 
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Getty declared that he was only interested to acquire works 
of art wliich could be rated as being of top quality, so the 
three of them returned to the Bond Street galleries. Some 
handsome English furniture of the Queen Anne period and 
some finely-cut crystal chandeliers attracted the visitors. 

“They’re not as good as the pieces I sold you some years 
ago; but they arc quite beautiful. Too bad you’re not a 
Hepplc white collector — this set of chairs is magnificent. And 
this Chippendale dining table and sideboard arc as fine as 
anything we’ve ever had in our showrooms.” 

“You can’t tempt me.” Getty determinedly shook his head. 

Nevertheless, Frank Partridge’s trained and disccnung eye 
did not miss the implication of a detailed scrutiny of a Louis 
XV period r-'nch commode. Almost reverently the Ameri- 
can’s hands were lightly passed over its inlaid woods, which 
gleamed ^ark and rich with a polish mellowed by age. 

“It’s got an exquisite patina. The Ormolu is not unlike the 
Gouthicre drawer-fronts on my Molitor desk. Incidentally, 
what do you consider is the best way to clean ormolu?” 

In reply, Partridge invited them to accompany him dowm 
to the basement. There, one of his staff of highly skilled 
restorers of antique furniture demonstrated his particular 
method of cleaning the gilt-bronze ciselure and oimolu 
mounts which adorn most cabinet w'ork of French eighuenth- 
century origin. Afterwards, the man wrote out the details in 
full of this deficale process. He presented his information to 
the American, who had attentively w^atched die procedure of 
removing ormolu trimmings from their base in preparation for 
cleaning. 

“Some people prefer not to remove the ormolu mounts, sir. 
But 1 alw^ays insist. They can’t be cleaned thoroughly other- 
wise,” the restorer maintajned. 

Shaking hands at the door, Frank Parti *dge said: 

“You may be certain I’ll let you know of anything worth- 
whilc that comes on to the market.” 
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“I'm not interested," the American protested quickly, 
“unless it's ancient marbles." 

With recollections of the past hour and a half, the English art 
dealer and tlie Dutch art dealer exchanged an experienced 
smile. 

. . . Diimcr at a restaurant in Berkeley Square — on the site 
where the Marquess of Lansdownc's Town House stood — 
brought to mind the suggestion made by Christie's manager. 

“We'll call Spink’s first thing tomorrow morning," (jctty 
said. “I'm told that when this place was the Lansdowne 
residence, part of their famous collection of marbles decorated 
it. Nowadays all their statuary is at Bowood, dicir country 
seat. 

Mueller, once a week-end guest at Bowood, on the occasion 
of his sale of a renowned Old Master to the then, Marquess 
of Lansdowne, was able to recall and describe some of the 
ancient marbles there. 

“I’ve always been interested in their ‘Hcrakles’," his com- 
panion confided. 

“I remember it well,” said the Dutchman. “It is larger than 
life-size, and there was some speculation as to whether it was 
Roman or Hellenistic. It’s referred to as ,both the ‘Hercules’ 
and the ‘Heraklcs’.” 

“The marble is Greek — Pentelic — but the statue is Roman or 
Hellenistic. It would be a priceless possession if it were Greek 
of the good period — fourtli century b.c. or earlier.” 

A lively discussion apropos of the artistic and tcclmical 
merits of Roman versus Greek sculpture, and of the reason for 
the enormous disparity in their reLitivc value, continued as 
they leisurely strolled back to tire Ritz. 

Whenever some phase of life or art intrigued Getty’s 
versatile mind his family rarely intruded until tlic phase had 
exhausted itself. 
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An extremist, the urge to acquaint himself more thoroughly 
with the intricate worlds of art became the motive transcend- 
ing all else — apart from business — during tliis period of his life. 

When travelling, he spent many hours (^f each day — ^whether 
late at night or in the early morning — attending to his volumin- 
ous daily batch of mail and cables, which arrived with clock- 
work precision wherever he was. And, in nearly every city 
he visited, business pecqilc and business discussions awaited 
him, by arrangement. 

Once Mueller fnind him on his knees poring over several 
large maps spread out over the carpet. Absorbed in their 
intricacies, Getty liad forgotten all previous appointments. 

“TheyVe geological maps,*' he explained apologetically. 

“Do you understand them?” the art dealer asked with 
genuine surprise. 

“Oh, si*re ! I studied geology for a while, just to make myself 
familiar with things. It helps a little. At least I can try to offer 
an intelligent answer when a problem is presented to me. 
Which, by the way, haj)pens too frequently for my liking. 
Sometimes Tve cursed the invention of the telephone; it 
makes one so accessible. Yet, on the other hand, immediate 
problems are often solved by a long-distance c.ill.” The 
telephone bell rang, vfterrupting him. He picked upthcrec eiver. 
“Excuse me, Mueller. I’m expecting a call from San Francisco.” 

. • . Rudolph Forrer, general manager of Spink and Sons and 
expert of their antique department, knew Getty slightly. 
With British diplomacy he evinced no surprise on sight of 
Mueller, altliough the art-dealer-and-millionaire-client associa- 
tion was causing lifted eyebrows as, togetlier, the two men 
were constantly seen around the sale rooms, exhibitions and 
museums. 

“Yes,” Forrer, acknowledged as an authority on ancient 
marbles, informed the American, “there might be a possibility 
of securing the Lansdownc ‘Herakles’.” 
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. . . Generally considered to be the best statue in the cele- 
brated Lansdowne Collection of ancient marbles, and known 
to museums and students of art the world over, the “Hercules’* 
or “Hcraklcs” was awarded a place of honour —the catalogue 
frontispiece — ^when tliis collection was offered at auction in 
1930. This statue had been favourably mentioned in the 
learned books of Michaelis, Furtwanglcr and Richter. 

To the surprise of those in charge of the Lansdowne sale, the 
“Herakles” did not attract heavy bidding. It was bought back 
by the Marquess himself for the low figure of five thousand, 
eight hundred pounds. Bidders knew the Marquess had 
placed a liigh reserve price on the statue, and there was obvi- 
ously no point in bidding unless prepared to exceed the 
reserve. 

The sensational piece in this sale proved to be the 
“Wounded Amazon”, a statue usiully consideredr second to 
the “Herakles” in the Lansdowne Collection. Brisk bidding for 
this sculpture carried it up to twenty-eight thousand pounds, 
with John D. Rockefeller, Jr., as its purchaser. 

During the depression years, the late Marquess of Lansdowne 
had firmly refused ;ill offers of under ten thousand pounds for 
the “Herakles”. So this early Hellenistic or Roman statue still 
remained in the Lansdowne family. . . . * . 

Negotiating for his firm, Rudolph Forrer had lost oppor- 
tunities to sell the “Herakles”, for the Marquess refused to 
compromise on price. Now he said: “Of course, since his 
Lordship’s death, things might have changed. Anyway, I can 
find out. The present Marquess spends much of Ids time 
travelling. Bo wood is practically closed, except for a few 
rooms. They might even be dismantling their sculpture gallery. 
I’ll start enquiries without delay.” 

According to Forrer, the “Herakles” was in an excellent state 
of preservation. The statue was in one piece and the head 
belonged to its body and was not, as was often the case, a body 
with a head which was not originally its own, joined on. The 
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amount of restoration work on the sculpture as a whole was 
very slight indeed, he told them. 

“Fine!** exclaimed Getty. “You follow through on the 
details, and I shall be ready to drive out to Bowood any time 
you say.” 

Promising to contact him the moment he had any specific 
news to impart, Forrer took his departure. 

“A highly knowledgeable gentleman,” observed Mueller, 
witli respect. 

. . . Visiting some of the “Stately Homes of England” now 
open to the public was part of an itinerary decided upon by 
the Dutch art dealer and his client. 

“Let us r.t^rf with Blenheim Palace, the Duke of Marl- 
borough’s home — that’s ChurchiH’s family,” Getty suggested. 

“And afterwards, Longleat, the Marquess of Bath’s scat. It 
isn’t many miles from Bath itself, (kiinsborough’s former 
home. Wc could spend die night there.” 

“Fine! Let’s get started.” As always, once he had made a 
decision, CJetty was impatient. 

Mueller needed no urging. In addition to a normal interest, 
a desire to see the interiors of England’s historic homes, he also 
possessed that inliereut impulse and curiosity of the art dealer. 

It was the sort of day over which writers wax lyrical in prose 
and which po^ts weave into verse — a rare, typically English 
summer’s day. Warm yet not too hot, it was suimy without 
the sun’s blinding brilliance; mellow, ageless and calm as only 
the coed greenness of the Iinglish countryside can be. 

The drive from London to Oxford, through Woodstock, 
the discreetly WTll-bred C^eorgian houses with shining brass 
knockers on their doors, the pei turned climbing roses, the 
mild elm-studded Oxfordshire landscap ' — cver)'thing they 
encountered was sheer enchantment. 

And when the two men finally passed through! the arched 
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entrance to Blenheim Palace, tliat often-quoted “finest view in 
EngLmd” burst upon them. Its lake, its bridge, the miles of 
magnificent park with its old and stately oaks was a breath- 
taking sight. 

To their left, in tlic near distance, was the immense palace 
itself. To tlicir right, the Column of Victory, topped by the 
Duke of Marlborough’s statue, rose nobly above the trees. 
And beyond, w'as the great lake and its poplared island with 
Vanburgh’s Grand Bridge and Capability Brown’s hanging 
beechwoods. 

They admired this scene — ^a model of cftbrtless and natural 
beauty. Mueller, well-versed in the history of Queen Amie’s 
gift of Woodstock Park to the first Duke of Marlborough, 
observed: 

“Yet it was all thoughtfully and laboriously planned to the 
smallest detail.” 

“Even Turner’s famous painting doesn’t do it justice,” said 
Getty, entliralled by the scene. 

“The Great Lake at Blenlieim provides an endless source 
of argument for landscape gardeners all over Europe, and 
especially in Holland.” 

On arrival at the north front, a main entrance to the palace 
itself, they joined a line of sightseers alr^'ady congregated on 
the palace steps. Visiting the Stately I Ionics of England had 
become a major tourist attraction. 

After the guide completed his present tour of the palace 
they would be allowed to enter, the doorman politely in- 
formed everyone. 

Meanwhile, the American, with liis usual interest for detail, 
took stock of the surrounding architecture, and picked up 
interesting scraps of information. Of all the stately homes now 
open to the public Blenheim Palace was the prime favourite, 
due to its association with that greaf man of modern history, 
Winston Churchill. A member of the illustrious Churchill 
family, he wnq born at Blenheim. 
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Quoting figures — the number of visitors who passed by him 
during the course of each day at two shillings and sixpence per 
head — the doorman said the revenue yield was several thou- 
sands of pounds for the season. 

Getty deplored the changed conditions which made it 
necessary to opeti England’s historic homes to public viewing, 
but he wondered how else the man in the street would have 
had an opportunity of studying such a magnificent social and 
cultural monument as Blenheim Palace. 

After a twenty-minute wait, one file of sightseers came out 
of the palace while another, including Mueller and himself, 
entered. 

The Hall, the (irand Cabinet, the Saloon. The Long 

Library, the Chapel with its famous Rysbrak Monument, the 
family p*jintings— -anunig which were portraits by Rewiolds 
and Sargent— all proved of immense interest. But to the 
majority of visit(n*s the most interesting sight was the bed- 
room in which Winston C'hurchill was born. All the appurten- 
ances used when he was an infant were still there, even to the 
bed upon which the great statesman had first seen the lightof life. 

In the Saloon, (k'tty discovered a French eighteenth- 
century desk v>f qiiakty similar to his Molitor treasir t . To his 
surprise a framed pfi(Uograph of mutual friends stood upon it. 

Blenheim Palace, splendid relic of the age of Anno, pre- 
served its original atmosphere. Their visit inspired thoughts 
of a (Jolden Age that had passed, leaving behind this national 
monument as an intrinsic part of Britain’s history. 

In characteristic fashion, the Fjiglish climate, as capricious as 
a pretty woman, changed overnight. On the moiniiig follow'- 
ing, the skies were overcast, and before long threatening clouds 
turned into rain. It was not that sharp Si. >wer which clears the 
air and leaves the earth and all growing things pungent and 
fresh. It became a steady drizzle, which, with i a dropped 
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temperature, made tlic American shiver as lie stood before 
his sitting room windows overlooking the Green Park, 

“Only Britishers can take tliis sort of climate for long,” 
he remarked. 

“Scotlai^d is even worse,” declared the Dutchman. “And my 
country is almost as bad.” 

Of necessity they postponed their proposed visit to Long- 
leat, going instead to the British Museum. They lingered with 
pleasure in the section which contains superb ancient Greek 
sculptures and parts of the Parthenon frieze from Atliens, “The 
Elgin Marbles”. 

With still a couple of hours left before the exhibition closed, 
the two men went to the celebrated Wallace Collection. 

Comparing the Gainsborough, Reynolds and Romney 
portraits of Perdita Robinson, Getty said: 

“Each interpretation is so different that iVe often^ doubted 
whether the subject was one and the same woman.” 

Both agreed that the paintings of these great English 
coevals possessed a quality in common: a calmness, a surc- 
ness, a poised grace, courtly maimers. They were part of the 
aristocratic Ufe before democracy, anarchism, socialism, 
fascism, nazism and communism bedevilled man's existence. 

“How bourgeois and colourless it makes our daily dress,” 
deplored the Dutch art dealer as he contrasted the colourful 
costumes of that romantic era, die leisurely eighteenth century. 

An admirer of the French artist, Watteau, he "told his cUeiit 
the Louvre and Wallace Collections each possessed nine of 
Watteau's paintings and that the last German Kaiser had owned 
the world’s largest collection of Watteaus. Of the French 
School, Getty declared a preference for Fragonard, whose 
most important painting, “The Swing”, was in the Wallace 
Collection. 

They lingered over the wondcrrui rrench furniture, and 
especially over a Louis XVI secretaire by Carlin, whose com- 
panion-picch was in the ranch museum. 
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“It iniglit be pure imagination/' said Mueller, “but to me 
the Carlin secretaire in your collection looks finer than its 
companion here/' 

“There’s less competition in my little museum,” said Getty. 
And he went on to compare die manner in which his own art 
treasures were displayed. 

“In 1938, Lord Duveen told me that if Gainsborough’s 
‘Perdita’ was ever sold at auction he would open the bidding 
with an oficr of two hundred thousand pounds. Duveen was 
a patriotic Englishman. It was largely due to his love for and 
interest in die eighteenth-century English School of portrait 
painters that works by Romney, Reynolds, and Gainsborough 
reached such fantastically high prices during the 1920's. 
Today liiaiiy of them couldn't be sold for more than fifteen per 
cent, of their peak prices.” 

And, #with his eyes still on Gainsborough's portrait of 
Perdita Robinson, the American concluded: 

“Now perhaps you appreciate what I mean by the value of 
a pretty woman as subject-matter.” 

Whether the Dutchman appreciated it or not, he stubbornly 
refused to concede that subject-matter was of any major 
relative importance. Tcclinical execution, compo<:ition and 
artistic quality wejS the prerequisites tor a good pajuting, he 
maintained. 

The next day the sun, as though trying to make amends, 
shone clear and bright again. 

The first view of historic Longlcat House, the Marquess of 
Bath's country scat, from its park entrance known as ideaven's 
Gate, impressed Getty as a gentle sepia engraving. This 
immense house was lapped in a broad valley of wooded park, 
which blended gently ii^to the landscape and the surroniiiliiig 
countryside. 

There were almost as many sightseers as there had 
been at Blenheim, although the types of people differed 

115 



Collectors Choice 


somewhat. Blenlieim Palace attracted a mixed crowd of 
Britishers and overseas visitors, with a large percentage of 
British provincials. 

At Longlcat, judging by their varied accents, overseas 
visitors predominated. 

The inevitable photographer on business bent am<’)ng the 
tourists, induced the Dutchman to have his photograph taken, 
with the American at his side. 

The routine at Longleat was similar to that of Blenheim 
Palace. An experienced guide, familiar with the history of the 
house, its owmers past and present, and some of the art treasures, 
conducted them around. 

From its beautiful wide staircase — one of James Wyatt’s 
rcmm'iied examples — and its magnificent formal dining room 
and huge drawing room a warmth exuded, giving the great 
house a feeling of being lived in. Immense as this maivion was, 
it was also a home — unlike Blenheim Palace. 

Both men admired the many richly encrusted and painted 
ceilings, which were of exquisite colouring and craftsmanship. 
And in the smaller library Talleyrand’s desk, upon which the 
historic Treaty of Vienna was signed, gave them fo(’)d for 
thought. 

Getty was fascinated by the Thyniie f&yiily’s State Coach, 
which stood at the foot of the staircase. The State Coach 
was highly ornate, painted briglit mustard-yellow, and 
resplendent with embe^ssed silver trimmings. Also displayed 
was its matching coachman’s uniform — an outfit (T great 
elegance — complete with knee breeches, powdered wig and a 
black cocked hat, similar to the style worn by British admirals 
of that day. 

“What gracious and cosseted lives people lived in the 
eighteenth century,” he observed. “J believe I’d like to have 
lived in that era myself” 

Mueller looked at him, speculatively. Although of the New 
World, his Companion appeared equally if not more at home 
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in tlic Old World. Casually, even carelessly dressed, he yet had 
a certain easy grace of manner epitomized by life in the 
eighteenth century, 

“It would be a simple matter to transplant you,” declared 
the art dealer, “except for your restless, driving energy.” 

“I was born and raised in a country whose immigrants 
derived their pioneer driving energy from a romantic past. 
Maybe that explains many things!” The American appeared 
to be talking to himself rather than to Mueller, as though he 
had only just realized the truth he uttered. 

After inspecting a scries of sculptured figures adorning the 
parapet of Longlcat House, they continued their journey to 
Bath. 

“Wit^^ *t]' due deference, I don’t believe either Longlcat or 
Blenheim houses finer works of art than those of my little 
muscumin Santa Monica,” Getty confided as they drove along. 

. . . Entering Bath from the main Bath -oad, they stopped at 
the foot of a steep incline. Above them, set step-wise on vary- 
ing levels, stood row upon row of immaculate tall and narrow 
three-storied houses on crescent-shaped terraces. It was early 
evening and the sun had not yet set, for England was still 
adoptuig extra daylight-saving time. Fiuiii this vant. .e-point 
the sun’s rays, momentarily imprisoned and reflected in that 
crescent of glass window-panes, resembled a veritable rainbow 
of gold. 

“It’s like an cighteenlh-century print!” the American 
exclaimed aloud in admiration. “Look at it, Mueller ! Have you 
ever seen such symmetry in architecture? It must be perfect of 
its kind. It’s enchanting — -just like an eighteenth-century 
print!” 

They tasted the curative waters at old Roman Baths 
and later attended a concert in the famed Pump Room. As in 
Georgian days, it was still a centre of social activity. 
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The Pump Room, with its gUttcring array of old crystal 
chandeliers, had retained much of the pomp and formality of the 
Beau Nash era; but full evening dress was no longer de rigeur. 

“I imagine that Bath has scarcely changed since Gains- 
borough’s time.” The art dealer’s sotto voce remark reached a 
dignified dowager seated on his left. 

Annoyed by tliis distraction from the Philliarmonic 
Orchestra, she interjected: “Bath never changes, my dear sir. 
That is why Iconic here.” 

. . . The notes provided by Christie’s manager confirmed 
both rumour and fact that Thomas Gainsborough had been as 
astute a businessman as he was a gifted artist. 

Romney and Re)iiolds were still in great demand as portrait 
painters of the dandies and famous beauties of London in that 
era. And, after almost four years of residence in ^Britain’s 
Metropolis, Gainsborough still encountered a competition 
unknown in Bath. 

He decided that he needed publicity. A commission to paint 
Royalty would have been an ideal solution — he was te achieve 
this honour later. Now, the artist cast his imaginative mind 
around. The annual exhibition at the Royal Academy was 
scheduled to open during the forthcoming week. Gains- 
borough, in the company of his contemporaries, Romney, 
Reynolds and others, was to have his work exhibited there. 
Opening Day at the Royal Academy was an important social 
event on the calendar of die London Season. Sometimes it was 
attended by members of the Royal Family. 

Thomas Gainsborough’s principal objective on that sum- 
mer’s day in 1777, however, was to capture the attention of 
one man — ^and one man only— James A. Christie. 

... A “Society to cultivate die Arts” was initially formed 
in 1754. The “Academy of Art” was founded on December 
loth, 1768. King George III, anxious to foster interest in art 
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and artists, granted it a Royal Charter in 1769. Sales were 
held at Lamb’s Auction Rooms and, later, space for hanging 
was allotted in Somerset Palace. Then the National Gallery was 
built in Trafalgar Square, and several spacious rooms were 
reserved for the use of the then-titled “Royal Academy of 
Art” 

The fashionable world, the aristocracy, the elite of county 
and London social life arrived at the National Gallery on the 
Opening Day of the Academy’s Annual Exhibition of Art. 

In company with liis fellow artists, Thomas Gainsborough 
wclcorhed the great ladies and their gallant cscor^-s, walked 
around with them, discreetly admired the works of his con- 
temporari^"s and listened to flattering comments on his own 
talent. Abruptly he excused himself to the lady of noble birth 
whose portrait, recently executed by him, was hung among 
the cxliitits. 

“How rude!’’ the lady of noble birth exclaimed to her 
husband. 

“How wise!” retorted her husband as he observed Gains- 
borough greet that somewhat unique figure in the art world, 
James A. Christie. 

• 

. . . Tall, handsome, vigorous and forty-eight yeai> of age, 
Christie was a Scotsman with the suavity of a public school 
Englishman; ‘his parents were English on the one side and 
Scottish on the other. 

Acting as brokers, the firm of James A. Christie, auctioneers, 
became something in the nature of an insurance to an artist. 
If, for example, someone had acquired a painting and then 
tired of it, the work could be sent to Christie’s for sale on a 
commission basis. In many cases its original cost was redeemed 
and even, on some occasions, netted u "‘rofit. Should a death 
occur and a fiinily and a home consequently break up, 
Cliristie’s proved tliat paintings or portraits were never a lost 
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investment. The firm developed into a clearing house for art 
objects and funiishings of all kinds. . . . 

Christie could claim friendship with many of the artists of 
the period. He admired the works of Thomas Gainsborough, 
although his personal preference was for the latter’s Luidscapcs 
rather than his portraits. Gainsborough must have found it 
difficult to convince the auctioneer to sit for a portrait. 

Perliaps witli visions of the large vacant space on his dining 
room wall Just above the sideboard, Christie listened to the 
artist’s proposition. 

Gainsborough offered to paint his portrait without any fee; 
it would be an excellent advertisement for them both, he 
declared. Christie would pose holding the canvas of an original 
landscape (by Gainsborough) in his hands, which he, the 
subject, was presumably offering at an auction. An iinportant 
proviso made by the artist was for the auctioneer to display 
the finished painting in a prominent position in his galleries, 
where all could sec it. 

The auctioneer’s preconceived notion of a decorathw for the 
blank space on his dining room wall vanished. Being a keen- 
minded businessman, however, he recognized that a portrait 
of himself holding a Ciainsborough landscape bore all the 
earmarks of good advertising. 

Thomas Gainsborough’s enterprising scheme developed to 
its conclusion. He painted Christie’s portrait, .^though in a 
slightly different pose than was at first discussed. 

Aware of the potentials of this unusual commission, Gains- 
borough undoubtedly put all be knew into the portrait — this 
picture within a picture — and it created immediate interest, 
and provided much discussion. The numerous art dealers and 
experts, regular visitors to Christie’s auction rooms, were 
unanimous in their praise, declaring that some day this canvas 
would be acclaimed as a Crainsborough masterpiece. 

Highly satisfied with his bargain, James Christie fulfilled his 
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promise. He displayed the finished painting in a prominent 
position in his galleries, where all could see it. 

Shortly afterwards the auctioneer took the advice of experts 
and loaned his portrait to the Royal Academy, where it hung 
for some time. A fitting tribute to Gainsborough — his artistry 
and liis ingenuity — who, according to rumour, from that time 
on had little need to concern himself with any competition 
from his contemporaries. 

... It was Opening Day at the Royal Academy, 1951. 
Since 1869 this former “Society of Fine Arts” had been housed 
in their own distinguished headquarters at Burlington House, 
Piccadilly. 

“I guess Opening Day hasn’t changed too much/’ said 
Getty, casting an admiring eye at the pretty girls and women 
who, in their summery dresses and flattering picture hats, were 
complemented by formally attired male escorts. 

Automobiles drawing up at the entrance, however, spoke of 
a dirt'erent era from the davs when hansom cabs, coaches and 
fooimen were part of London’s everyday scene. 

Inside Burlington House they met the urbane obliging 
manager of Christie, Manson and Woods, and all three walked 
around viewing the exhibits together. 

“Thanks for the 3 ata on my Gainsborough,” the American 
said. “I suppose it’s about as complete a storv as one can hope 
for.” 

“I’m afraid it’s very sketchy,” apologized the manager. 
“There may be some degree of authenticity, of course. On the 
other hand, it may just be imagination added to fragments of 
hearsay.” 

“Mueller and I both thought it feasible.” 

“Certainly it explains why one painting portrays two 
distinct subjects,” added tlie Dutchman. 

“I can visualize it hanging here — right where this painting 
is,” CJctty said. “It’s about the same size. James Christie, 
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elegandy dressed, suave and convincing, auctioning a Gains- 
borough landscape to the highest bidder ! You’ve got to hand 
it to your venerable founder. It was certainly an ingenious way 
of advertising Christie’s for all time.” 

“You will no doubt agree that Gainsborough was no novice 
at drawing attention to himself, either,” the manager observed 
drily. “Have you had any luck in negotiating for ancient 
marbles?” he added. 

“Not yet ! But I’m hoping ! I called up Spink’s, who arc now 
enquiring about the “Hcrakles” in the Lansdowne Collection 
— ^thanks to your constructive diinking.” 

“I wish you every' success.” 

... In the weeks following, the Dutch art dc.iler grew to 
understand something of what his client meant when he once 
casually mentioned how difficult business problems presented 
themselves too frequently’ for his peace of mind. Several 
persons coimected in some manner or other with Getty’s 
“Empire” — ^from the Middle East and Europe to the middle- 
west of the United States and as far as Mexico-*arrivcd in 
London, at intervals. They claimed his attention exclusively, 
sometimes for days at a time. 

Emerging from these uninterrupted sessions of conferences, 
Getty rejoined the Dutchman and made' no reference to the 
intervening days, nor in fact volunteered any information 
whatsoever. The challenge of complicated problems and vital 
decisions seemed to cxliilaratc him, to act as a stimulant. And 
with his usual mental agihty, he swimg from the cold-blooded 
jiuiglc of international “Big Business” back into the humanistic 
realms of art. 

At the Victoria and Albert Museum in South Kensington 
they saw the companion to the famed Ardabil, most mag- 
nificent of Persian carpets, in its full size and glory, complete 
with beautiful borders. Its companion carpet at die ranch 
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museum was minus its original borders and slightly reduced in 
size on one end. In compensation, however, Getty’s Ardabil 
was better preserved as to colour. 

“It’s badly displayed,” said the American critically. “First 
of all, it shouldn’t hang on a wall. And, secondly, it shouldn’t 
be covered with glass.” 

“The glass distorts it somewhat,” agreed the art dealer. 
“But keeping it covered has probably helped to protect it. 
As for hanging on the wall . . .” 

“There’s a good reason, sir,” a museum official who was 
standing close by volunteered. “There isn’t a large enough 
floor space here to lay it down so that it would be s^en to its 
best advantage.” 

“It’s a trifle larger than my carpet, one year younger, and, 
of course, the border is different. That glass certainly distorts 
its sheen You’ve seen my Ardabil without any covering, 
Mueller. It looks like a sheet of silk with a liigh-shecn finish, 
and its dark though vivid colours glow like jewels.” Occasion- 
ally the American waxed poetic with enthusiasm and love for 
his art treasures. 

On a plaque fastened to the wall beneath the Ardabil carpet 
was a printed description: 

ISLAMIC ART 

Wool sehna knots with three shoots of silk weft on plied 
silk-warps. Three hundred and sixty knots per square inch. 
Persian, dated 946 a.h./a.d. 1540. 

inscription: “I have no refuge in the world other than 
thy threshold, my head has no protection other than this 
porchway. 

“The work of the slave of this Holy Place. Maksud of 
Kashan, in the year 946.” 

From the Mosque oi£ Sheikh Safi at Ardabil, 272/1893. 

“The slave’s inscription is translated from its Arabic counter- 
part. You can sec it here — woven into this end of the carpet,” 
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Getty pointed it out to Mueller. Together, they deciphered the 
woven message and became lost in admiration of the Ardabil’s 
beauty and design. 

Another example of Persian art invited comparison. As in 
the sixteenth-century Persian Hunting Carpet in the Poldi 
Pezzoli Collection in Milan — the only carpet which Getty 
acknowledged as being comparable to his Ardabil — animals 
were its principal motif. 

“It’s quite beautiful,” concurred the Dutch art dealer. “But 
its subject-matter is so restless — beasts of the Jungle fighting 
each other, and stalking their prey. For my own taste I prefer 
a more peaceful design.” 

Once again they surveyed the treasured example of Islamic 
Art from the Mosque ot Safi. 

In both colouring and design the Ardabil carpet was calm 
and dignified — symbolic of a Holy Place and of Prayer. At 
cither end a large lamp was meticulously woven into its 
pattern. This, they decided, w'as particularly representative, 
possibly being a replica of the actual lamps which once lighted 
the interior of the Shrine of Safi-ud-din. 

. . . Ardabil — a ' Persian town — is in the province of 
Azerbaijan near the Karasu, a tributary of the Aray some forty 
miles from the Caspian Sea. 

Because Ardabil was the main transit road for Russia and 
Persia through the Caspian port of Astara, it Was important 
geographically. In addition to its renowned mineral springs, 
Ardabil became a favourite residence of the Persian Court in 
approximately a.d. 1540. 

The illustrious Sheikh Safi-ud-din, finned as the learned 
individual who built the largest and most comprehensive 
library in Pcrsii, was buried at Ardabil. So also was Shah 
Ismail, founder of the Safavi Dynasty. The holiest of its shrines 
most venerated and worshipped by the Persians, however, was 
the shrine of Safi-ud-din. 
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There were two large carpets and two small prayer rugs in 
tills shrine — the Mosque of Safi. But in the early part of the 
nineteenth century all were removed. According to one story, 
they were pillaged by l^ussian soldiers; according to another, 
by custodians of the shrine, who bartered them for a great 
sum of money. 

They remained in Oriental hands imtil 1890, when all four 
were acquired by a London art dealer named Robinson. 

Robinson offered one of the two large carpets to the British 
authorities for an extremely high figure. 

Anxious to acquire tliis historic treasure and under the 
impression that it was the only carpet of its kind in existence, 
they organized a collection. Contributions were obtained 
from all nar^s of Britain — from the rich, the middle class 
and even the poor, who, desiring to enrich their country 
artistically^ made their humble donations. The famous painter, 
Whistler, was active in this campaign, and his statement that 
the Ardabil carpet was worth all the pictures ever painted has 
often been quoted. 

The amount of mviney required for its purchase was raised. 
And so this exquisite example of Islamic art was duly presented 
to the Victoria and Albert Museum, where it has been on 
display ever since. 

“It must have been an unpleasant surprise — in fact, a shock — 
to the British authorities when they discovered that a com- 
panion carpet existed/’ Ch'tty told Mueller. “For Robinson, 
anxious to obtain dollars, sold it and the two prayer rugs to 
Yerkes in New York. He was one of the outstanding carpet 
collectors of all time. 

“After Yerkes died his famous collection was sold. The large 
Ardabil was acquired by t]ic fabulous Captain do la Marr. He 
placed this treasure in his town house in New York Citv\ where 
it remained during his lifetime.” 
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Lord Duvccn — ^as colourful a character as Captain dc la 
Marr liimsclf— was on board a liner in mid-Atlantic when 
news that tlie Captain’s effects and household furnishings were 
to be auctioned was announced and relayed to him. When 
Duvecn found the Ardabil carpet was included in tliis sale, he 
ordered his New York office to buy it at any price up to two 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars. 

Bidding at the de la Marr auction proved surprising. To 
Duveen’s amazement, he became the Ardabil’s new owner 
for die comparatively small sum of fifty-seven thousand 
dollars. 

News that he intended to bid high had presumably leaked 
out through the “grapevine”, and possibly odier art dealers 
decided it would be a waste of time to bid against liim. 

Duvecn did not buy the carpet for resale, but for his own 
use and pleasure. . . . 

“I first saw the Ardabil at an Exhibition of Persian Art in 
Paris in 1938,” Getty told Mueller. “I was so impressed by 
its majestic beauty that 1 wanted to see it again. I called up a 
friend — ^Lcon Lacroix — who was deeply interested in Persian 
art, and he came afong when I visited the exhibition a second 
time. Lacroix took one look at the Ardabil and s,iid, ‘Now I 
understand the Persian statement: ‘This carpet is too good for 
Christian eyes to gaze upon.’ 

“As with Rembrandt’s Looten portrait, I couldn’t get the 
Ardabil out of my mind. Again I went to the exhibition. This 
time another friend of mine — ^an Amcrican-Armenian who’s 
been in the carpet business for many years, an acknowledged 
expert on Persians — came along. His reaction convinced me 
that the Ardabil was tlic finest carpet he’d ever seen in his 
life.” 

“How did you eventually acquire it?” Mueller asked with 
eager curiosity. 

The American related how, after his visit to Paris, he had 
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contacted Lord Duveen wirji a view co purcnasiiig me niscoric 
Petsiaii carpet. And how Duveen informed him that it was not 
for sale at any price. 

During the war scare of 1938, Duveen clianged his mind: he 
was now prepared to consider an oficr for the Ardabil. 
Negotiations proved so lengthy that in the interim the 
world’s stock markets weakened alarmingly. The war news 
was sadly discouraging: civilization seemed to be nearing 
disintegration. People were looking for shelter, not for art 
objects. Because of these circumstances, the negotiations were 
eventually concluded at a bargain price of sixty-eight thousand 
dollars. 

“Prom the point of view of purchase, my timing was right,” 
said C^etty. “Hut the bottom appeared to be falling out of things 
otherwise. I acquired one of the two prayer rugs wliich also 
came from the shrine of Sail.” 

} le went on to say that his former penthouse-apartment in 
New York contained a living room with sufficient floorspace 
to accommodate the large Ardabil. For s(nne time the Persian 
carpet was used there. Later, it went on loan to the Metro- 
politan Museum. 

“Some months afterwards, visiting Duveen’s establishment 
on Fifth Avenue, I w'm shown the famous Anlialt carpet. The 
price quoted was due luuidred and twenty-five tliousand 
dollars. My curiosity aroused, I decided then and there to 
compare the Aitlialt and Ardabil carpets — to lay diem out side 
by side.” 

“Wasn’t that difficult?” queried the Dutch art dealer. “Your 
carpet was on display at the Metropolitan.” 

“It had been released about a week previously and was being 
stored at Duveen’s. Believe me, Mueller, side by side with the 
Anhalt — which is a fabulous carpet — my Ardabil proved it h.is 
no competitor for first place. Everyone agreed that it reigned 
supreme.” 

“And of course,” Mueller thought, “if Duveen’s price for 
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the Allhalt was a hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars, 
the Ardabil must naturally parallel, if not exceed, it in 
value.” 

As though divining his coniponion’s thoughts, the American 
related the sequel. 

“Shortly afterwards, the King of Egypt’s sister was about to 
marry the Shah of Iran. A dealer reported that, assuming it 
could be purchased, the King wished to present my Ardabil 
carpet to his sister. It was a wcll-considercd wedding gift. The 
return of the Ardabil — with all its historic significance — to 
its birthplace in Asia after its long absence in the western world 
would doubtless have delicrhted liis future brother-in-law.” 

“Excellent diplomacy on the part of the King of Egypt,” 
was Mueller’s observation. 

“Excellent,” Getty emphasized. “But nothing and no one 
could induce me to sell a work of art I’d become increasingly 
fond of. The price suggested? It was in the region of two 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars, I believe.” 

... A communication from Spink and Son announced 
an appointment to visit Bowood had been arranged. Thc‘ 
American was invited to go there at any time to suit his own 
convenience. 

“After which 1 suggest we leave for the* Continent, Mueller. 
If tliat suits your plans?” 

“I shall arrange my affairs accordingly,” said the genial and 
obliging art dealer, who had previously resolved to make 
trips to both Scotland and Ireland. He left Ireland unvisited, 
but went to Scotland while CJctty visited a friend, an English 
baronet well known as a collector of eighteenth-century 
French furniture. 

“His taste is impeccable and his choice of art objects superb. 
His estate in Cornwall is delightful.* And his library made me 
uncomfortably aware of the insignificance of mine,” Getty 
told Mueller when next they met. “Talking of books, let’s 
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browse aroimd the old bookshops in. Charing Cross Road 
btforc wc leave London.” 

Charing Cross Road bookshops did not yield any travel or 
guide books of America’s pioneer days to add to the ranch 
library. However, Getty unearthed one treasure — ^Pausanias* 
Descriptive Guide of Greece with ancient Greek and English 
texts. It was written in the time of the Emperor Marcus 
Aurelius, about a.d. 170. The American was as elated as a 
schoolboy over his ‘Tiiid”. 

“Can you read it in the original?” Mueller asked with 
astonishment. It seemed to him that his companion reacted 
somewhat in the manner of a sclioolboy — embarrassed when 
discovered r(*ading a book pronounced by adults as “beyond 
his years and over his head”. 

“Yes,” said Getty. “I understand something of ancient 
CJrcek. At least well enough to read Pausanias, especially with 
an available translation to help me over the lurd places. My 
Greek is, naturally, not as good now as it was when I was 
at Oxford. It used to be one of my best subjects.” 

“Do you speak modern Greek, too?” 

“A little. Enough to get by on, anyway.” 

. . . Rudolph F('>M’cr accompanied them to Bowood. They 
saw nothing of the great house itself, visiting only the sculpture 
gallery, which was, as Spink’s expert had foreseen, in the 
process of being dismantled. 

“Here it is, sir- the ‘Herakles’.” As they examined the 
large statue Forrer read its description aloud: 

According to Michaclis: The marble statue of Herakles is 
one of the finest pieces in thcLansdowne C?oIlection. It shows 
the hero as of youthful age. He rests on the right leg, holding 
the club over liis left shoulder, in lowcu'd right hand he holds 
the lion’s skill, which hangs down to the ground. Sculptured 
in the manner of Lysippos, the head is of characteristic 


1 


129 



Collector's Choice 


smallness. The workmanship is first-rate. Of Pcntclic marble, 
the head has never been broken off. Restoration: the tip 'of 
nose, parts of left forearm and the right thumb, a piece 
inserted on the right forearm and the left shin between knee 
and ankle. Six feet five inches in height, this statue was found 
in tlie year 1790 at Hadrian’s Villa at Tivoli, just outside 
Rome, in the grounds belonging to the Conte Fede. Later 
it was hi the possession of the Marefosclii family. Jenkins, 
an English dealer who was travelling throughout Italy in 
search of works of art, apparently obtained this sculpture 
from the Marefosclii family. Jenkhis in turn offered it to 
Lord Lansdowne. The purchase was completed m May, 1793. 
Lord Lansdowne paid six hundred pounds for this statue. It 
is Judged to be cither first century b.c. or first century a.d. 

“It’s an inspiring work!” exclaimed the Dutchman. “In 
my opinion it’s Greek, Mr. Forrer. What do you think?” 

“Well, smcc it was influenced by Lysippos and is sculptured 
out of Pentelic, I’m rather inclined to think it’s Greek, too. 
Hellenistic, possibly. That’s why I always speak of it as ‘Herakles’ 
rather than ‘Hercules’.” 

“The British Museum’s expert, Bernard Ashmole, prefers to 
date it as a Hadrianic copy,” Getty declared somewhat rue- 
fully. 

“It’s really all a question of theory,” Forrer told tlicm. 
“And after my own careful study, I believe tSiis sculpture is 
Just too good to be a Roman copy.” 

“Assuming that you can obtain the ‘I fcrakles’ for me, how 
will it be listed?” 

Forrer thought for a moment and tlicn volunteered the 
diplomatic reply: “Well, sir, in deference to the opinion of 
the British Museum expert, I’d suggest that we leave it flexible : 
first century b.c. to first century a.d.” 

“I’ve only had the pleasure of meeting Mr. Ashmole on one 
occasion,” said the American, “and I asked him then what 
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actual difference existed in sculptures executed between die 
two periods, first century b.c. and first century a.d. He thought 
for a while, and then told me that he personally could sec little 
difference, if any.” 

“Most statues arc copies of original bronzes of the fourth 
and fifth centuries before Christ, so these differences of opinion 
only amount to splitting fine hairs,” said Mueller brusquely. 

Getty continued to examine the “Herakles” critically. He 
particularly studied the face. “It*s late,” he observed; “very 
late. It can’t be earlier than late Hellenistic — say, 150 b.c. It 
might easily be a Hadrianic copy. Obviously it was made in 
Greece, for it’s out of Pcntelic marble. Freight \vas high, 
sculptors were numerous and needed employment and, as 
we’ve alwe^/s read, Hadrian loved Greece and worked un- 
tiringly for her prosperity. 

“C')ne of her few industries was sculpturing the native 
marbles. Since a sculpture was only half as heavy as the marble 
block before chiselling it into shape, and freight based largely 
on weight, it was only practical to chisel the work in Greece 
before shipment elsewhere. 

“In my opinion, therefore, this statue was made in Greece. 
Not before 150 B.c. though, and obviously not after about 
A.D.130 — the date of Hadrian’s villa Tivoli. Too Kad 
Greek sculptors didn’t remain as they averc in the fou^ih and 
fifth centuries b.c.” Getty’s voice conveyed more than a tinge 
of regret. “fWrakles shows signs of being a work of the 
decadence. His body is reminiscent of the Golden Age, but 
his face is very late. Very weak in character. None the less, I’m 
impressed with this sculpture as a work of art, Mr. Forrer.If it’s 
available at a reasonable figure, I’d be interested to buy it.” 

The conversation turned to what would be considered a 
reasonable figure, hi view of the late Lord Lansdo\s"tic’s 
insistence that a ten thousand pounds 'inimum be quoted, 
Rudolph Forrer did not think there would be too much 
difference in the asking price at the present time. 
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“I’ll make an offer of six thousand pounds.” 

“I will gladly submit your offer,” Spink’s expert shook his 

head, “but I very much doubt whether it will be accepted, 

• >» 

Sir. 

“This is an interesting piece,” die Dutch art dealer observed, 
moving towards a group of statuary, “Lcda and the Swan”. 
Its description in Michaelis read: 

“Michaelis: No. 78. A marble group of Lcda and the 
Swan. Lcda, half-sitting, presses the swan to her embrace, 
while the cloak held up widi her left hand is to protect him 
from the threatening eagle. The chiffon is delicately and 
finely worked, the body is fair. Restoration — left arm with 
cloak, right arm as far as wrist, simdry pieces of drapery and 
the head and neck of swan. Out of Pcntelic marble, the 
head, though found with the statue and of the saine marble, 
may not belong. It is, however, beautiful and it fits. I Icight 
four feet two inches. Roman.” 

Forrer related how this statue was foimd in 1775 by 
V. Abbati Rancouriel at the Villa Magnani on die Palatine 
Hill in Rome. “The piece is xmqucstionably Roman, even 
though it’s sculptured out of Greek marble.” And of how 
Gavin Hamilton, who subsequently acquired it, offered it to 
Lord Shelboume for one hundred pounds. There was consider- 
able negotiation until Lord Shelboume finally purchased the 
sculpture for sixty-five pounds. “I don’t know when the 
Marquess of Lansdownc procured the ‘Lcda’,” he concluded. 

“It’s an attractive piece,” said Getty. “Of course it doesn’t 
begin to compare with the ‘Hcraklcs’ as an important work 
of art. It’s a nice garden ornamentation, diough. How much 
do you consider it to be worth, Mr. Forrer?” 

“Oh, somewhere in the region of five hundred pounds.” 
“Fine ! You have my authority to offer six thousand pounds 
for the ‘Heraklcs’ and five hundred pounds for ‘Lcda and the 
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Swan’. How long do you suppose it will be before you know 
whether or not ray offer is accepted?” 

“Within the week, sir.” 

Before leaving Bowood, they examined other marbles of 
the famed Lansdowne Collection, and beyond all doubt its 
most important work of art was the “HerakJes”, whether first 
century b.c. or first century a.d. 

The sculpture gallery also contained a life-sized white marble 
statue of a hermaphrodite. The American questioned why 
artists employed their talents on these indelicate and inartistic 
subjects. “Or maybe it’s just that I don’t cspcciall) care for 
Carrara marble,” he slirugged his shoulders. 

Replying •'o Forrer, he said that research on liis art treasures 
had yielded mainly superficial data. 

“I’ve acquired some sketchy details wliich arc, I’m afraid, 
more supposition than fact. To do research on a work of art 
comprehensively means breaking down theories and methodic- 
ally following clues. And I don’t have tliat much leisure time ! 
So I utilize whatever scraps of information I can dig out, a 
little invention — or author’s licence — ^plus my imagination.” 

“How do you find it affects your relationship with the work 
of art involved, sir?”»asked Forrer witli professional inrerest. 

After some dclibVration, Getty said: “I feel closer lo the 
work of art. For instance. I’ve gained more understanding — 
even affection— for Gainsborough’s ‘Christie’ since 1 have some 
vague idea of the reason that prompted its creation. These 
scraps of what I call backstage information personaUze my 
treasures, if you know what I meaia.” 

“I know precisely what you mean. And if I owned a collec- 
tion of works of art I would certainly follow your example. 
It seems an intelUgent approach to artistic or intcllect«ial 
pursuits.” 

“You flatter me. However, it’s a safe bet to assume diat both 
Mueller and myself arc finding this experiment fim.” 
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It was die first time the Dutch art dealer had ever seen 
anything approaching a twinkle in his client’s eye or his smile 
so broad. Uncertain how to interpret this, he merely nodded 
in surprised agreement. 

On the morning they were due to leave for Paris, Rudolph 
Forrer telephoned his American client and on bclialf of 
Spinks said that — somewhat to the surprise of his firm — die 
Lansdownc family had accepted the offer for both the 
“Herakles” and “Leda and the Swan”. 

His news was received with elation. “I’ll send instructions 
for shipping just as soon as you arrange for an export permit. 
And if you should hear of other Greek or even early Roman 
sculpture . . .” 

“I very much doubt whedicr there will be any such likeli- 
hood, sir.” Forrer’s voice soimdcd regretful, yet decisive. 

“Well, just in ease of that one-in-a-million chance,” insisted 
Getty stubbornly, “you can always reach me through the 
Ritz Hotel in Paris.” 
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A Tapestry of Paris 

I N Paris, a glimpse into the romantic history of tapestries 
revealed that the art of tapestry-weaving was known even 
in ancient Egypt and CIreecc. Byzantine tapestries were in 
existence from the fifth to the ninth centuries, but were 
created primarily as a decoration for monasteries and other 
ecclesiastical institutions. 

By the ch^se of the thirteenth ccntur}% tapestry-weaving as 
a means of artistic expression had become an important, 
widespread and accepted art, its principal centres being the 
northern sectors of Kurope. 

The town of Arras, in Burgundy, contributed fine examples 
of this craft in the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries. Brussels 
became prominent in the late fifteenth and in the sixteenth 
centuries. The later sixteenth century and early part of the 
seventeenth century produced Mortlake’s contributions. 

Cosimo established a factory in Florence, which survived 
luitii the eighteenth c*.'ntury. In Italy’s dry and warm .'limatc, 
however, paintings ^noved more durable and suitable f n* wall 
decoration just as, on the other hand, the climate of Paris 
proved more •suitable for tapestry panels as wall coverings. 
Heating was a big problem in olden times; the majority of 
rooms were large ;uid draughty, and tapestries covering vast 
wall spaces kept the rooms warmer. In consequence, they 
became popular, acliieving a useful as well as a decorative 
purpose. 

Now extinct in so many countries, the art of tapestry- 
weaving as begun in the Yourteenth cei ury in France is still 
practised at the Gobelins in old Faubourg Saint-Marcel, on 
the left bank of the River Seine. 
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On a Thursday, the day for public viewing, from two to 
four o’clock in the afternoon, the Dutch art dealer and liis 
American client proceeded there. 

Adopting a suggestion of the concierge at the Ritz Hotel, 
when they had enquired for the most direct route, diey were 
travelling by M^tro — ^the Paris subway. 

Rabelais mentions that in the year 1540 a tapestry-maker 

named Jean Gobelin established himself 011 the actual site of 
the present-day Gobelins factor)^ It is assumed that he must 
therefore have been one of the first, if not the first, tapestry- 
maker in Paris, since the earhest Royal Tapestry Workshop 
was established at Fontainebleau. 

Rumour also has it that in the reign of Francis I, when the 
Paris of letters, of arts and sciences was born and became, 
according to Ronsard, "‘the town where the teaching and 
the glory of tlie Muses merge”, a tapestry-maker named 
Jean Gobelin moved liis residence from Rheims to Paris, 
where he set up a workshop on the banks of the little river 
Bievre. 

Ostensibly his workshop was a dyeworks. From Venice, he 
introduced a vivid' scarlet colour which became a Royal 
favourite — and thereafter — associated wuh the name Gobelin. 
This scarlet dye proved so expensive to mahufacture, however, 
that only the Royal household could afford it. The Gobelins 
Workshop was not a financial success, and iit later years it 
earned the unhappy title of “Folies Gobelins”. 

In 1604, when Brissac delivered Paris to Henry IV for a 
reputed sum of six hundred and ninety-four tliousand livres, 
after the many years of siege and famine, the King, aided by his 
Provost of the Merchants, Francois Miron, applied himself to 
the interests of the French capital. 

Among his numerous activities he created a Royal Manu- 
facture of Tapestries and, anxious to build up a tapestry work- 
shop in Paris, installed two Flemish tapestry workmen at die 
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Gobelins factory, Marc dc Camans and Francois dc la Planchc. 

Henry IV was assassinated on May nth, i6io, in the Rue 
Ferronneric in Paris, but many of his projects lived on. Tapes- 
try-weaving became State-controlled, and thus incorporated 
the Gobelins Workshop. 

In 1662, Colbert, who was then in cliarge, decided to con- 
centrate all tapestry-makers scattered in and around Paris into 
one central factory. 

Further to enhance this project, Colbert secured the services 
of the Royal painters, Lc Brim and Vouet. These two inventive 
artists helped to create the tapestry designs, in addition to 
supervising every pliase of work which, they insisted, be 
performed only by the ablest of workmen obtainable. 

King Louis XIV ('jrdered tapestry panels for his many Royal 
households, in addition to those intended as presentation gifts 
to other reigning moiiarchs, foreign ambassadors and numer- 
ous court favourites. 

In 1667, by Royal edict, “La Manufacture Royalc des 
Mcubles dc la Couroiine*’ was formed. The Gobelins now 
included cabinet-making as part of its resourceful business 
endeavours. 

The Revolution, and Napoleon Bonaparte, ultimately 
destroyed what had, by that time, developed into a remarkably 
successful enterprise. In 1826, however, the Bourbons i cstored 
The (Gobelins to Royal favour and renewed popularity. 

When the •manufacture of carpets at La Savoimerie was 
discontinued, tliosc ateliers were transferred to the Gobelins 
Workshop. Production of Savoimerie carpets was continued 
there, and they became the first factory in the world ingeni- 
ously to copy famous paintings on tapestry looms. 

. . . “iVc often heard it said that as an independent art 
tapestry-weaving lost its*originality by ‘'tempting to imitate 
paintings, and by using portrait subjects,” observed Getty. 
“Yet, how can one generalize? An artist is surely not expected 
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to create the subject-matter of his work. The ‘Last Supper’ was 
not Leonardo da Vinci’s own creation. He simply depicted a 
scene which took place fifteen hiuidrcd years before he was 
born, and immortahzcd it in fresco.” And then, as an after- 
thought: “If only it were transportable, painted on wood or 
canvas, so that all the world could share what is to me one of 
the most inspired of all w'orks.” 

Mueller and the American had formerly discussed and de- 
plored the fact that Leonardo’s “Last Supper” — painted in 
1495-7 — ^was, by virtue of being a fresco, restricted to a wall 
of the Cenacola Vinciano in the Old Dominican Convent 
adjoining the Chiesa di S. Maria Delle C»razie in Milan. 

In 1943 the Convent was mercilessly bombed. One wall w'as 
destroyed, its roof w’as badly damaged, yet the wall upon 
whicli da Vinci’s immortal fresco is painted was spared, and 
it has suftbred little except from time and the elements. Much 
restoration has, however, been necessary, that of recent date 
being the most successful. 

Arriving at the Gobelins Station the two men* ascended 
from the bowels of the earth into clear, crisp daylight. 

Sewers almost completely cover the little River Bievre 
which formerly washed the walls of tlK* old Gobelins dye- 
works and taiuieries, and the scene has” lost some of the 
picturesque quality of past generations. 

Rustic and vegetable gardens, once cultivated by workmen 
from die Manufacture des Gobelins, arc replaced by a park. 
Its small chapel, now used as a museum, bears two marble 
tablets on cither side of its projecting door, and on them arc 
related a history of the Gobelins. 

Part of the old building was burned down by the Commune 
in 1871, and it is generally conceded that the new factory built 
in 1914 is conventional and lacks* character, even dioiigh 
surmounted by a square dome with an haut-relief by Landow- 
ski and decorated on the first floor by caryatids. 
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Behind it the old factory buildings, with their large chinmey- 
stacks and fine style, still maintain a peaceful charm, remini- 
scent of the monastic air of the trade houses of old France. In 
the cobbled courtyard, whicli separates the buildings, a bust 
of Jean Gobelin, sculptured out of marble, gazes in silent 
retrospect. 

Inside the factory, Mueller and the American learned from 
a well-informed guide that all Beauvais tapestry was now 
woven with a low warp or hasse lisse, and worked on horizontal 
frames. Ciobelim tapestry was worked on an upright frame 
with haute lisse or high warp. Both types, however, used a 
similar yam of silk and wool-tliread mixture. 

The trend of present-day designs, the full-sized models or 
cartoons, especially created for CJobelins tapestry panels now 
in tlic process of weaving, dismayed CJeity. Ultra-modern in 
conception, they were comprised mostly ot circles, svjuares and 
hexagons interlaced into geometrical pattents. 

“There’s nothing subtle or romantic in these designs. 
They’re significant of jets and rockets !’’ he exclaimed. 

“It depends how one defines romantic,’’ Mueller protested. 
“There’s romance in our mechanical age, too. There’s . . . 

“I’ll grant you all that,’’ his companion interjected. “Yet 
surely tapestries— ah art one associates with the more .’i isurcly 
past — ^needn’t be impregnated with this lust for speed, for 
modernism. All this cubistic design and garish brightness of 
colour,” he indicated with a gesture of his hand, “is harsh and 
disillusioning. More .uid more I’m convinced that modem art 
is decadent !” 

The Dutchman did not share his client’s view. ‘ I am not 
a disciple of modern art, yet certain of its ch.iracteristics appeal 
to me. Its realism, for one thing. In essence, modem arr is 
synonymous of our time. ’ 

Getty’s voice conveyed regret as he said, “I guess the Golden 
Age and all its romantic illusion is receding further and further 
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into the shadows. Future generations will doubtless refer to 
our time as an age of stark realism.” 

There were twelve high warp looms now being worked in 
the Gobelins factory, and three young people were employed 
at each one. The visitors learned that each loom yielded an 
output of one to six square metres per year per person, depend- 
ing upon dio intricacy of the cartoon they were following. 

There were also three Savoimerie looms in work, and four 
low-warp looms. The latter, however, were used mainly for 
weaving small panels suitable for chair-seats and chair-backs. 
On these looms die output yielded by each person per year was 
similar to that of the high-warp. Although since the warp or 
cord of basse lisse tapestry was smaller than that of haute lisse, 
an operator could legitimately be expected to produce less in 
fair competition. Syndietic and vegetable dyes were used for 
all types of work. 

More interested quesrioiiing elicited die fact that the tapestry 
factory at Beauvais had suffered some war damage in 1940; 
hence this transfer to The Gobelins and the ultimate incorpora- 
tion of both factories into one unit. 

The Gobelins museum, formerly the* cliapel, proved dis- 
appointing. For Getty, it contained onTy one outstanding 
example of a sixteenth-century Persian carpet, plus one long 
strip of carpet — ^a Louis XIV Savonnerie of exceptionally good 
colour, in addition to some few interesting seventeenth-century 
tapestry panels of fine quality. 

“It’s a poor display when one realizes that this is the very 
birthplace of French tapestries and Savonnerie carpets,” he said. 

... At the Petit Palais which shelters the Mus^e des Beaux 
Arts dc la Ville de Paris and which, widi its sister building, the 
Grand Palais, was constructed for an exhibition in 1900, they 
saw a magnificent Beauvais tapestry. Gifted to die French 

140 



A Tapestry of Paris 


nation by an American, Mr. Tuck, it occupied a place of 
honour as one of the few important Boucher tapestries in 
France today. 

Mueller referred to notes he had compiled at the ranch 
museum. “Louis XV Beauvais Tapestry: Nicholas Besnicr 
and Jean Baptiste Oudry, circa 1750, ‘La Toilette de Psyche’. 
Size eight feet ten inches wide by eleven feet high. The 
nude nymph, partly covered by a white robe, is seated 
cross-legged upon a cerise drapery on a gilded fauteuil. Two 
maidens, robed in pale yellow and rose, arrange her hair as 
she gazes at her reflection in the golden mirror placed upon a 
cherry-red drapery on a rococo table, supported by two other 
maidens, who glance admiringly at her beauty. At her right 
are two mo'^e nymplis, one seated and arranging a garland of 
forget-me-nots and roses, the other bearing a salver with a 
perfume ^lottlc and powder jar. In the foreground are a large 
rococo ewer and basin, and at the left a pair of sandals before 
a marble fountain surmounted by statuary figures ofeupids and 
dolphins. A prospect of summer w’oodland at night.” 

“According to its catalogue description, your panel is 
similar,” Mueller told Getty. “Yours, however, has a plain 
blue selvage border and appears to be a trifle smaller. These 
Boucher masterpiece? can be justly dc'sciibed as the greatest 
documents of France’s Golden Age of tapestrs'-making Their 
weaving is perfection itself.” 

“Tht'se ci)nipaniotis to my owni treasures impress two things 
upon me,” saiel Getty thoughtfully. “Namely, my good 
fortune in possessing art objects of equal stature, and of tlieir 
surpassing be*auty. One is apt to lose sight of these fict« when 
things are close at hand and can be seen at any given moment.” 

. . . Fr.m<,'ois Boucher, they discovered, had led the life of 
A grand seigneur. He had lived at the rate o! *he then considerable 
sum of fifty thousand livies a year, subsidized b.tllet dancers 
and given artistic fetes to which all the fashionable w'orld of 
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Paris thronged. He himself was no indiscriminate art collector. 
He possessed an aesthetic and varied collection comprising 
works of gold, bronzes, Japanese wood engravings, Cluncsc 
porcelains, pictures and drawings by many of the great masters. 

The period of his activity covered half a century, and until 
the last days of his life Fran^^ois Boucher worked ten hours a day. 

Under the government of Madame Pompadour, especially, 
Boucher was the “man of the hour”. Each day he appeared at 
the palace to give “La Pompadour” instruction in painting. He 
conducted all the court festivals and theatrical events which, in 
that era, were the vogue. He designed costumes for the great 
ladies who appeared at court. And, apparently inexhaustible 
in invention, he also furnished designs for sculptors, ivory- 
carvers, goldsmiths and carpenters; for wall-paper, furniture, 
sedan chairs, bookbindings, fans and jewellery. 

He painted easel pictures, wall or ceiling picturej, screens, 
carriage doors. He became renowned as the greatest interior 
decorator of his day. Hundreds of apartments and mansions in 
Paris, Versailles and elsewhere owe their decor to this artist’s 
impeccable taste. In every manner, light and shade’,* Fraiu^ois 
Boucher, apotheosis^ of the aristocratic life of the rococo, 
typified it. . . . 

“On the surface, Paris always seems una’tfccted by time and 
events,” observed Mueller as they stood on the steps of the 
Louvre. Its wide expanse of Tuilcries (lardens to Napoleon’s 
small Triumphal Arch and beyond it, the pale pink granite 
Obelisk of Luxor in die iMacc dc la Concorde which, tanked 
by the magnificent marble Horses of Marly, is a gateway into 
the Champs Elysdcs, where the imposing Arc dc Triomphe 
dc I’Etoile rises triumphantly at its head, was an inspiring view. 

“Paris fulfils all expectation as oije of the world’s loveliest 
cities,” said the American. “In some respects I prefer Rome. 
But for sheer physical beauty in architectural planning Paris, 
in my opinion, has no equal.” 
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Inside die picture galleries occupying the first floor of the 
Museum’s soudi whig they paused before an unfinished portrait 
of Madame Rccamier, by Louis David. Cietty scrutinized it 
through the pocket-sized magnifying glass he generally carried. 

“This is the only Louis David painting I really care for,” he 
said. “Like many things in the world of art, 1 suppose we can 
credit its artistry to Boucher.” 

. . . When Louis I3avid went to study with Frain^ois Boucher, 
the latter realized that this youth possessed a rare talent, but 
alas! not for the rococo. Consequently, he advised him to 
study with Vien, who at that time was the pioneer of classical 
painting in France. 

Louis David followed this advice, and on Boucher’s personal 
recommendation Vien accepted the youth as a pupil. Eventu- 
ally the yoimg artist went to Brussels and Rome, where the 
classical reaction was in full tide, and where his genius soon 
displayed itself. 

The period of the rococo had begun to wane, and a fasliion 
for imitating the ancients, even in dress, was emerging. 

Years later, returning to his native France. Louis Dasdd was 
acclaimed, appointed the King’s painter, and enjoyed an 
immense success. . 

“David imitated the ancients to extravagant lengths,” 
criticized the Dutch art dealer, “llis style is, if anything, too 
severely academic. 1 lis colours lack richness. Even in its very 
perfection .and draughtsmanship, his execution seems harsh 
and uninteresting.” 

“You’ve got to give Boucher his due. said Getty. He 
alw.iys reci^gnizcd talent, and gave it a helping h.ind 

Several paintings by Il^acinthc Rigaud were displayed ’.n 
the Louvre. 

“Do you consider this ’Showing a Leg better than mine? 

Mueller scrutinized the colourful portrait of Louis XIV in 
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his Royal regalia. It stood on an easel as a special exhibit at die 
far end of the Long Gallery. 

“It’s an identical version. Artistically there’s no difference 
whatsoever,’’ he replied. 

. . . They had been in Paris for some ten or eleven days when 
die American received unexpected news from Spink’s. The 
firm could now secure a large Roman statue from the Earl of 
Pembroke’s collection, and gave liim the first offer of it. 
Photographs were enclosed, and a description as translated and 
copied from Michaclis, wliich read : 

According to Michaclis: The statue of the elder 
Faustina, Consort of the Emperor Antoninus Pius, Empress 
A.D. 138, who died a.d. 141, at the age of thirty-seven. 
This statue, similar to the “Matron from IlercuLincum”, 
which is in the Dresden Museum in Germany, is cf excellent 
efibrt. The head, which has never been detached, is a definite 
likeness of the Empress and is undamaged, except for its 
nose and chin. The hair forms a crown of plaits on top of her 
head. The lowered left hand is not hidden in the cloak; it 
holds a stalk;* she holds an object, perhaps a cluster of 
wheat-ears. In excellent preservation. Parian marble. Roman. 
Second century a.d. Height six feet eight inches. 

Never had the Dutchman seen his client so exuberant. 
“Seems like this is destined to be a lucky trip’ Mueller! The 
experts were all so dubious about my getting any ancient 
marbles of importance. Y et I’ve already acquired the Lansdownc 
‘Herakles’, and now I’m offered the Pembroke ‘Faustina’.’’ 

In his enthusiasm he had overlooked the important detail 
of price, Mueller gently cautioned. 

Placing a telephone call to London, Getty confided: “I’d 
just hate to miss this opportunity. Yet I don’t feel inclined to 
pay some fancy and exorbitant figure.’’ 

When he learned the price, however, and discussed its merit 
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with his companion, they decided it was reasonable. Thus this 
early Roman statue of the Empress Faustina became destined 
to cross the Atlantic. 

“It will be shipped to Santa Monica just as soon as they get 
an export licence. My dream of a choice sculpture gallery 
might come true, Mueller. It’s exciting, isn’t it? This calls for 
a drink. What’ll you have?” 

. . . “Here it is,” declared the American. “ ‘Guerault’s Table’. 
I’ve been here — to the Louvre- -at least tvv’enty times with 
experts and connv">isseurs of French furniture, and there’s always 
been unanimous accord that this small table by Burbisci ic'of the 
three most important pieces in the Louvre furniture collection.” 

“I knew cf this piece, of course,” said the Dutchman. “And 
of the similar eolfee table — although it isn’t by Burb — in the 
Wallace Collection. But I must confess my amazement at 
finding a companion-piece in your ranch museum. I had 
absolutely no idea that a companion-piece to ‘Cluerault’s 
Table’ ever existed.” 

“Nor did I, until . . And Getty proceeded to relate how 
this pride of the Louvre, this lacquer and Sevres plaque work 
or coffee table had, many years previously, come into the 
possession of one Memsicur Gucrault in Paris, a well-known 
dealer in antiques. 

Practically every serious art collectin’ interested in furnish- 
ings of French* eighteenth-century origin had at one time or 
another bid for this outstanding example of the cabinet- 
maker’s craft, but always unsuccessfully. 

Comte Edmond de Rothschild, one of the most famous 
collectors of eighteenth-century French furniture in a family of 
famous collectors, had bid through Stiebcl, his personal 
representative, twice making offers of ten thousand pounds. 
Monsieur Ciuerault, however, evinced * 'lie interest in the 
offer and always refused to sell, even when requested to name 
his own price. 
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“Had he been interested,” Getty told Mueller, “Sticbel was 
of the opinion tliat Edmond dc Rotliscliild would have even 
paid up to fifteen tliousand pounds.” 

. . . Small but exquisite, this work or coffee table became 
known as “Guerault’s Table”. When its owner died in the 
early 1930’s, it was inherited by the Louvre. . . . 

In 1949, when visiting the galleries of Rosenberg and 
Stiebcl, a firm of antique and fine art dealers in New York, 
Getty was shown some fine pieces of French fiuniture. They 
had become available from die collection of a branch of die 
Rothscliild family, due to war conditions. 

Choice though these pieces indisputably were, he was not 
disposed to purchase. Subconsciously he was looking . . . 
looking . . . for, in similar manner to the Ardabil carpet and 
Rembrandt’s portrait of Marten Looten, the small Sevres 
plaque and lacquer table had fired his imagination by its 
deUcacy and superb craftsmanship. Its artistic quality struck 
a responsive chord. 

He bade the art dealers good day and was about to leave 
their premises when, almost furtively, they called 'him back 
into their private ojfficcs. A door was carefully shut, an im- 
mense safe unlocked, and an object wrapped in a white cloth 
was brought out. 

Unwrapped, Getty found it difficult to believe his own eyc-s. 
It appeared that two impossibles had happened. First, here 
was a companion-piece to “Guerault’s Table”,* and, secondly, 
this creation by the cabinet-maker known as Burb was even 
finer than the original one in the Louvre. It had often been 
declared that it would be impossible to surpass tliis example. 
Yet here it was — ^surpassed! 

“Timidly, I enquired whether this superb little table was for 
sale. Its price? 'fhey asked fifteen thousand dollars. I’d already 
decided that, if I were lucky enough to secure a first offer, I 
would readily pay up to three times that amount.” 

Having made it a cardinal rule only to purchase antique 
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furniture or any work of art, subject to reliable expert 
opinion, Getty immediately telephoned to Mitchell Samuels, 
a friend and an acknowledged authority on French furniture. 
Ill response, Samuels arrived at the galleries without delay. 

Alone in the room together for a few minutes, Mitchell 
Samuels asked quickly: “Have you bought this table yet? If 
you haven’t, I would like to buy it myself. Tliis is probably 
the most important piece of French furniture in the United 
States today.” Vague rumours were afloat to the effect that 
Rosenberg and Sticbel had a surprise in store, he went on. 
This, was evidently the surprise. “Had I seen this wonderful 
little table for only one minute before you did, I and not you 
would be its present owner,” he declared in all seriousness. 

... It was presumed that this work or coffee table had 
originally j^ecn the property of Madame Dubarry, and was 
given to her by King Louis XV. . , . 

With his usual avid curiosity, Getty pressed for greater 
detail — the name of its immediate previous owner, etcetera, 
etcetera. 

They were pledged to secrecy concerning the matter, 
declared the art dealers. And merely disclosed this treasure 
was formerly in Englahd, intimating it had been in the posses- 
sion of the highest nobility, possibly Royalty. 

The table was a pure and delicate example of Burh’s work- 
niansliip — BurK wh('> for some hundred and fifty years or more 
has been an enigma to all the experts of antique furniture. Of 
consummate quality, skill and grace, any piece of furniture 
stamped with the initials B.U.R.B. is regarded as perfect of 
its kind. Yet the identity of this greatest cabinet-maker of all 
time, the enigmatic B.U.R.B., still remains a riddle. 

. . . “Isn’t tliere another Burb piece in your ranch museum?” 
asked the Dutch art dealer, thoughtfully. 

His client smiled as he related an incident concerning die 
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Burb tabic, once part of the Countess of Londcsborough’s 
collection. A scrpentinc-shapcd Louis XV writing tabic of 
tulipwood, mahogany and marquetry with gilt-bronze 
mounts of flowers, leafage and shells, it was likewise a rela- 
tively small piece of eighteenth-century French furniture, some 
twenty-nine inches high and thirty inches wide. 

He had first seen the writing table togetlier with a fine 
bureau plat at Botibol’s, a firm of art dealers in London. 
Greatly admiring them, he was informed that neither piece was 
for sale. Nothing daunted, he said: “I’ll make you an offer for 
both pieces. And I’ll hold my offer open indefinitely. If you 
ever decide to sell them — ^and at my price— just cable me to 
Los Angeles.” 

That was during the summer of 1937. ... It was May of 
1940 when he received the cable accepting his offer. World 
War II had begun, and the dealer — afraid his treasures might 
suffer bomb damage — had decided to get them out of England. 

Despite Hitler’s submarine blockade of the high seas, the 
precious furniture duly arrived, unharmed, at the Santa 
Monica Ranch. 

Six years later, a New York antique dealer visited the ranch. 
Getty, showed him around the newly-completed muscuin 
section. The dealer, seeing the Londesbofough Burb writing 
table at a distance of ten yards said: “I’ll give you twenty 
thousand dollars for that without examining it*at closer range. 
We can make tlie deal right here, before we step one foot 
closer to the table itself.” 

“It’s remarkable,” commented Mueller, “that so many of 
France’s great cabinet-makers of the ciglitccnth-century were, 
in actual fact, German,” He cited Molitor, Oeben, Weiswciler, 
Riesener and possibly the mysterious Burb, who never 
revealed his identity by a coinplctc 3 signature, 

, , . His business meeting concluded earlier than anticipated, 
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Getty sauntered along the Rue Faubourg St. Honorc late 
one afternoon. Some paintings in a window beckoned and 
attracted his perceptive eye. 

Inside, he discovered tliis miniature salon was a haven for 
aspiring artists. They brought their work there, and left ic to 
be sold on a commission basis. He looked at many canvasses of 
varying sizes and, impressed by their effectiveness and decora- 
tive value, earmarked four — a set of ballet scenes as portrayed 
by a pritna hallcritm solo, and by pretty young coryphees as a 
group. 

'Ahy ils sont tres ravissants, ffwtisieur.*' Tlie patron clasped his 
bands together in an appreciative gesture. 'WIes compliments. 
Votis aoez un ^out exquis.'" 

Before ''oi^^Icfing his purchases, however, Getty invited 
the 1 flitch art dealer’s opinion. 

“They’r^: the work of a young Romantic, of course,’’ the 
latter said as he studied the four paintings. “But even though 
iinmaUire, they are well constructed and b tlaiiced. This artist 
shows a decided ability in composititm.” 

. . . “And so,” Mueller later observed with some amusement, 
“you dislike modern art, yet you’ve just increased your 
collection of Modcrns*to a total of five.” 

Sheepishly, the i^merican admitted: “I just couldn’t seem 
to resist them. Their colours were so lovely; although of 
delicate pastels* they’re positive. And the dancers looked so 
fragile and appealing.” 

“Where do you intend to hang your modern paintings?” 

(letty thought for a moment, and then said: “I guess ihey’ll 
look well at the beach-house. You didn’t see my beach- 
house while you were on the West Coast. It’s an unpretentious 
little place, but has a lot charm. And it’s right on the ocean 
front — within the sound of breakers. I love the sounds of the 
sea, especially at night when everytliing is dark and still. 
There’s music in the sea, Mueller; a symphony as descriptive 
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and melodic as any composed by mere mortal. On occasions, 
when I’ve listened to the sea — myself in a contemplative 
mood — I’ve thought of man’s persistence, of his efibrts to 
emulate Nature’s sounds and scenes and colours. And I always 
arrive at the conclusion that while an exact reproduction is 
beyond his powers, man all-in-all achieves some creditable 
results.” 

. . . The art dealer pointed to a stone mansion which faced 
them on the opposite side of the wide Avenue Montaigne. 
“Your out-sized tapestry panel, your Boucher of the two sub- 
jects — ‘Bacchus and Ariadne’ and ‘Jupiter and Antiope’ — once 
hung in tliere.” He explained: “After this tapestry left the 
Royal Family of Portugal, it went into the collection of Jules 
Porgeis, the banker.” 

“And Porgeis lived in that imposing edifice?” ^ 

“That was his residence in Paris,” Mueller said, as tlicy 
crossed the street to closer observe die great mansion, once die 
home of Francois Boucher’s most magnificent of all tapestries, 
put on the looms at the Beauvais factory in 1749. 

. . . This, the second lap of their travels, showed Mueller 
another aspect of the American. Although fluent in French, die 
latter practised diction daily, and read ihaiidy French news- 
papers. 

“I make it a habit,” he explained, “to speak* and read in the 
langu^e of whichever country I’m in, wherever and when- 
ever possible. It’s the only way I can ever hope to improve niy 
accent.” 

The Dutchman, whose French, while conversationally fluent, 
held a guttural overtone, said in self-defence : “I ought to follow 
your example, but I’ve too many things on my mind. Between 
your massive correspondence and other business interests, visits 
to museums and exliibitions — and studying — you must occupy 
yourself on an average of sixteen hours a day every day.” 
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“That’s about my minimum,” CJctty said in all seriousness. 
“Most times 1 find the days arc all too short for everything 
I’d really like to accomplish.” 

“Just as a point of reference, how many works of art have 
you acquired from the various Rothscliild collections?” asked 
the art dealer, changing the subject. 

“Let me think. In tapestries I have *The Abandonincnt of 
Psyche’, ‘The Arrival of T^syche at Cupid’s Palace’ and ‘The 
Toilette of Psyche’. My fourth panel of that series came from 
Lord Iveagh, via the Walters collection. It has a companion- 
piece in the Stockholm Museum. In furniture, I luve a couple 
of Gueridon tables and the two large secretaires by Carlin and 
by Weiswciler. From Hamilton Palace — and also from 
Edmond de Rothschild — there’s the small writing table by 
Ricsener and ^ T ouis XVI upright secretaire by Lclcu. That’s 
about all. ph ! I almost forgot, I have a pair of black lacquer 
Louis XV cncoignures by Dubois. 

“I’d been in the market for such pair for about fifteen 
years before I saw these at Partridges in London. Their beauty' 
and elegance so impressed me that I bought them —regardless 
of their high price — without hesitation. Frank Partridge was 
under the impression that these also came from one of the 
Rothschild collections? Put their previous ownership was never 
fully confirmed.” 

“You’ve been very wise to limit your buying activities to 
these and similar responsible sources.” 

“As you well know% one has to be a lucky buyer,” Getty 
quoted his comp.mion's often-used phrase with a significant 
gesture. “A work of art from any Rothschild collection is 
tantamount to a gilt-edged security! Art objects, even when 
authenticated and from responsible sources, can sometimes be 
doubtful. I’ve been duped, ^likc most collectors, at one time or 
another. In my early collecting days I got stuck a few times. 
By the way, Sticbcl once told me some interesting facts about 
the great art treasures of the Rothschild family. He said 
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that Comte Edmond dc Rothschild of the French Iiouse of 
Rothschild owned in the early twentieth-century what was 
generally accepted to be the finest collection of eighteenth- 
century French furniture in the world. Sonic parts of it were 
inherited, other parts were bought. Baron Nathaniel, head of 
the Austrian house, and his heirs, could apparently boast the 
second best. The third collection in importance belonged to 
Lord James de Rothschild at Waddesdon in England.” 

”If anyone is in a position to gauge the order of their merit 
it’s Stiebel,” declared the Dutchman. “His firm helped to 
make part of those collections.” 

“In the States,” said the American, “our finest French 
furniture collections arc in the hands of Forsyth Wicks, 
Mr. Dunlap, Mrs. Dilman Dodge, Rene de Bcckcr, John D. 
Rockefeller, Jr., and . . .” 

“And . . . yourself,” added the art dealer. 

Getty responded to what he knew was genuine appraisal. 
He felt relaxed with Mueller. 

“Only a handful of public museums in America can boast 
of really fine French furniture,’' he said. “In New York there’s 
the Metropolitan, of course, and the Frick. There’s the Rice 
Room in the Philadelphia Museum, the Severance Collection 
in Cleveland, and the Himtingdon in Pasadena. The Sprcckcls 
in San Francisco about completes the list." Those are the only 
important ones that I actually know of.” 

“Your ranch museum can certainly boast ils fair share of 
treasures. And additions like the ‘Herakles’, ‘Faustina’, and 
‘Leda and the Swan’ add t(^ its importance. Tell me, where do 
you propose placing these marbles?” 

The American asked Mueller if he remembered a long 
gallery which served as an entrance to the museum section of 
the ranch house. It connected the theatre room with the 
museum. At the present time it was used mainly as a picture 
gallery. He went on: “There’s plenty of space in there for 
the larger sculptures. The gallery is about forty feet long and 
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sixteen feet wide. And it’s well lighted. It has windows at 
either end. Of course, I’ll still keep the smaller marbles where 
they arc now, in the classical room.” 

“I’ve often meant to ask you . . . how long did it take to 
lay the mosaic floor in the classical room?” 

“Ah, now you’ve really got me on a favourite subject. It 
was a real headache, believe me. I think I told you how I 
bouglit the mosaic floor, in its many pieces, crated and sight 
unseen from one of the Randolph Hearst sales.” 

“Yes; you did.” 

“The difficulty of laying an ancient mosaic floor is formid- 
able. It takes highly skilled mosaic workers, and there arc few 
of them in the United States. I consulted a famous antique 
marble firm, and was told they knew of only two men in 
America c^'^pable of laying this floor. After some weeks they 
located one of the men and engaged him. For six weeks or 
more, he worked eight ln>urs a day five days a week at five 
dollars an hour. It proved an expensive hobby! Installing a 
floor in a room only twelve feet by eighteen feet aiiK'iunted to 
well over two thousand dollars. And, of course, this didn’t 
include the cost of the mosaic itself.” 

“But what a floor! I doubt it there’s a finer example of 
ancient mosaic auy\'diere in America. Its colours are so bright 
and clear that onc^can scarcely credit its antiquity.” 

“Oh, I’m well pleased with the result. Although I grumbled 
a bit about the cost. It seemed a mighty high price for such a 
little floor.” 

. . . This conversation reminded the American of .ui appoint- 
ment to look at some boiseries while he Wiis in Paris. It suitable 
panelling at the right price could be toimd, his instructions 
for shipment and its installation in both the tapestry and 
Louis XVI rooms of the ranch museum would follow. 

“Ncvertlieless, 1 enJc^)Vd watching iny mosaic floor being 
laid. The workman was a skilled artist his trade, and I tried 
to learn sometliing about his art. I tound that many ot the 
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ancient colours could no longer be matched as the quarries 
arc lost in the mists of time. Trying my hand at setting the 
tiny coloured stones into their cement base, I soon reaUzed the 
intricacies of this difficult craft,” Getty concluded. 

... At Jansen’s in the Rue Roy ale the Dutch art dealer and 
his client met Monsieur Boudin, one of die most outstanding 
interior decorators, specializing in eighteenth-century decor, in 
Paris. They were shown some fine examples of boiscries. 
The prices quoted ranged from two to three million francs 
upwards. Admiring a small settee adorned with superb old 
gilding, they were told that this piece of furniture was formerly 
the Duke of Windsor’s property. Jansen’s were now asking 
two and a half million francs for it. 

Mueller urged his companion to wait — to look at other 
examples of boiscries before making any definite commitment. 
“These arc too fussy . . . too busy ... for your rooms, ’ he said. 

Getty took the Dutchman’s advice and was glad he had 
done so, for witliin a few days’ time a telephone call from 
Jansen’s told him they had obtained “some exceptionally fine 
panelling . . , exactly what Monsieur was looking for.** 

“I’m certainly anxious to sec what else they have to ofier,” 
he told Mueller. “That other cstimaie of twenty-seven 
thousand, five hundred dollars for a mf^dern Louis XVI 
boiscric seems rather high to me.” 

The R^gcncc boiserie which Monsieur Boudin of Jansen’s 
showed to them later that morning was both impressive and 
pleasing to the eye. Part of it was old, although well restored, 
and part was added. 

Of carved oak, in a design of the first quarter of the eigh- 
teenth century, it was reproduced in the manner of the famous 
arcliitect Gillcs-Marie Oppenoord ^1073-1742). Its original 
portions included two comer sections containing mirrors and 
showing in the dessus de glares female masks, shells and swags of 
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flowers, all carved in relief on a diaper- and fleurette-pattemed 
ground. 

Further illustrating what he desired to convey with the aid 
of a large photograph of the ranch museum’s tapestry room, 
Monsieur Boudin indicated that the marble staircase along its 
left wall should have an iron and gilt-bronze banister — ^in the 
manner of Fran<;ois Germain — to replace its existing marble 
balustrade. This would blend in perfect harmony with the 
boiserie and so complete the tapestry room. 

For the Louis XVI room he now olFcrcd a carved boiserie 
painted in grey and gold, dated circa 1780, \jath newer additions 
where architecturally necessary, Boudin envisaged that when 
completed, this Louis XVI room would, archicccturally, 
resemble certain rooms at Bagatelle, the Paris house which 
Fran(;ois-I(>' 'ph Ballanger built for Comte d’ Artois in 1777. 

The price qiKHed for both sets of boiseries and their instal- 
lation was in the region of eighty thousand dollars, which 
included two hundred thousand francs for piecing them out to 
fit each vnom. The banister was approximately seven thou- 
sand dollars, including whatever piecing and straightening 
work would be necessary. 

Without a moment’s hesitation, Getty agreed to place tliis 
contract. Skilled meu capable of carrying out the work would 
be sent to Santa* Monica from Jansen’s New Yoik office. 
Tire cost complete was in the region of one hundred thousand 
dollars. 

For the first time Mueller saw how unimporunt cost was 
to the Ameiican, despite his often repeated statement that 
he disliked paying inflated prices for anything in life. The 
keenness of his desire was the deciding factor. . . . 

. . . Satisfied with his transaction at Jansen’s and with tlie 
promise of an interesting afternoon to be spent at Versailles, 
Getty persuaded Mueller to rearrange his own schedule and 
join a business acquaintance, his wife, aiiJ himself for liuicheon. 
“Although you might be bored,” he warned, “I vc been 
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delegated by one of my associates in the States to show the 
town to a couple who’ve never been in Europe before. And 
tliey’rc not even remotely art-conscious, I’m sorry to say.” 

The Bar at the Ritz Hotel “on the Cambon side”, fashion- 
able pre-luncheon and pre-dinner rendezvous of cosmopolites 
and internationals, was, as usual, crowded. However, Cleorgc, 
the barman, magically found a corner table for the party. 1 le 
w^as evident!) familiar with (Betty’s palate: a tumbler of ice, a 
beaker of dark rum and a bottle of Coca-Cola speedily appeared. 

The guests, a typical young-middle-aged couple from 
Texas, insisted upon “Everything French for us! We get rum- 
and-coke all the time back home.” Mueller seconded their 
choice of the Ritz “special” — champagne cocktails — and of 
their expressed “France is such wonderful w'lne country. Why 
drink hard liquor over here?” It wms not wMrm enough to lunch 
outdoors in the hotel gardens, so they went into the Grill Room. 

“I’ve been coming here, on and ofi', since before World War 
One,” Getty told them. “In fact the first time I ever visited 
Paris was witli my parents, in 1909. We stayed at die Hotel 
Continental. I remember it all vividly. The Continental 
hasn’t changed — it’s almost the same now as it wms then.” 

“I’ll bet nothing’s been changed liere either,” declared the 
Texan, whose obvious preference was for everything bright, 
shining and new. His w’ife — a perfect example of the sleekly- 
groomed American wife — admonished: “That's the whole 
charm of Europe, Fred. Everything’s so old. Remember how 
they told us back home how' die Ritz is so much a part of 
Paris diat it is Paris?” 

Her husband nodded: “I guess you’re right, honey. Europe 
should be kept European. That’s its big attraction for us 
Americans.” 

. . . The Dutchman was far from being bored; he found 
these unsophisticated down-to-earth Westerners refreshing, 
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even though his xsthctic senses were outraged once or twice 
during their afternoon visit to Versailles. . . . 

Getty knew an official at tlic palace and he arranged for 
them to visit certain rooms not usually open to the public. 

Mueller was delighted at this unexpected opportunity to 
explore Louis XV’s private library, and Marie Antoinette’s 
boudoir containing die finious mirror which had revealed to 
France’s ill-fated Queen her fite. In die glass she saw herself 
headless, and ran screaming in terror from the room. The 
American and his party now gazed into, that same mirror, 
fascinated. 

Close examination revealed a flaw in its cutting and silver- 
ing. From a certain angle it reflected the body minus the head. 
Thus the n.\ was explained. 

Some tables of superb patina and with exquisite gilding 
delightccf (Jetty. There was also a brocade love-seat whose 
beautiful proportion and symmetry were a joy to the eyes o{ 
a connoisseur. Apropos the several great carpets, he said, 
‘‘Lacroix — the carpet expert — told me that none of these 
Savonneries equal mine. It’s almost impossible to find another 
Louis Xlil example. Mine is unique. I had it on display at the 
Gobelins Museum before the war, and their official pronounced 
it to be one of tlu^ rarest and most beautiful of all Sa\onLncric 
carpets. By the way, magnificent thiuigh these chandcl:‘'rs arc, 
not one of thlmi is cut out of rock crystal.” 

The Galcrie des I3at*uIIes was an outstanding example of 
Louis-Phillipc’s atrocious taste, Mueller agreed with his client, 
whereas Madame de Maintenon’s tapestrc’ chairs, in their 
original frames, and lunv on display, epitomized go<>d taste. 

Like the majority of citizens of the New World, the Texan 
and his wife reacted as their art-loving host had anticipated. 
Dutifully awed by such* grandiose surroundings and all the 
splendour of this epoch, they were ama. d diat a palace con- 
taining over a thousand rooms could not boast one single 
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bathroom. This lack of even some primitive form of plumbing 
was incomprehensible to them. 

“You wanted to see Paris,” Getty warned diem, “so Paris 
you are going to see. You’ve inveigled me into sitting through 
the Folics Bergeres tonight, so diis afternoon you are going 
to visit still another old place. In its own way, it too is historic- 
ally interesting.” 

. . . Jansen’s Atelier in die Bastille district proved to be 
huge workrooms where over five hundred people were 
employed. The viritors saw dbenistes making furniture and 
mcmiisicrs making panelling by hand. Sculptors carved wood, 
using one hundred different chisels. Gilders were applying 
water gilding on wood and an electric process on bronze. 
Mercury gilding, the visitors were told, was by far the best 
and most durable. However, this process and its use,was now 
forbidden by law. It was dangerous to the health of the 
workers. Skilled artisans wrought heavy iron into intricate 
and imbelicvably fragile design; upholsterers worked with 
precious silk damasks in a multitude of colours. All these tasks 
were expert, individual, and slowly and painstakingly per- 
formed by hand in the manner of earlier centuries. 

“Back home, we’d produce all of these things in a fraction of 
the time and therefore at a fraction of the cok,” said the Texan. 

“But these arc all antiques, honey !” His wife’s voice reflected 
her irritation at her husband’s “ignorance”. 

“How can they be antique when they’re only just being 
manufactured?” he retorted practically. 

“Most of the period designs arc faithfully reproduced here,” 
Mueller explained. “The cabinet-work, when completed — 
although it won’t have the patina of age — ^will be as fine in 
craftsmanship as some of the work produced by ^Mistes of the 
seventeenth- and eighteenth-centuries.” . . . 

While returning to the Place Vendome — it seemed as if 
this tableau had been especially designed and presented to 
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complete “An Afternoon in Old Paris'' — they encountered a 
regiment of French cavalry dressed in the colourful uniforms 
of the 1790's. The winding, cobble-stoned streets with 
mounted riders clop-cloppcting towards them was a romantic 
and picturesque sight. Even the practical Texan exclaimed with 
pleasure. 

Mueller was disappointed by the negative responses of cer- 
tain antique dealers in Paris who, for some years past, had been 
commissioned by the American to locate a fifdi tapestry panel 
with which to complete liis set of Boucher’^ “Story of Psyche 
scries. (Ilis ranch museum boasted four out of this set of five 
Beauvais tapestries.) 

“There isn't much to report about your l^.igaud, cither,'' 
he said, dirtnrbed. “The Director of the Louvre says that 
three portraits of Louis XIV, ‘Showing a Leg', were com- 
missioneef at the same time. One, as we know, is on show in 
the Louvre. Another is at Versailles. The third was supposedly 
destined for the King of Spain. It conflicts ^^ith your in- 
formation, Mr. Oetty. Your Rigaud supposedly hung in die 
Tuileries Palace luitil 1830, when the monarchy changed and 
the ex-King went to Frohsdorf.” 

“But later on my particular Rigaud — as we know to be a 
fact — was iniierited by Dcm Jaime and m due course by his 
daughter in Frohsdorf," insisted the American. 

“l)id you acquire the painting from her personally?" 

“No; 1 got it in London. As I told you, my nvo flower 
pieces by Van Huysum and the disputed ‘Madoiuia ot Loreto 
also came from the Don jaiine collection. I bought all four 
paintings at a sale at Sotheby's in 1938.” 

“1 picked up one authentic scrap of information," said the 
art dealer with some slight show of satistaction. 1 he Director 
of the Museums of France at the Louvre states diat all dnee 
portraits were painted in 1704- Furthern tc, he suggests that 
additional data might be available in the Natioiul Archives. 
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The Louvre Arcliivcs don’t list anything which belonged to the 
Tuilerics.” 

“Uininni-m! We found the Archives in Amsterdam in- 
valuable. Maybe wc ought to follow-through the same way 
here in Paris.” 

During the following week the American was fully occu- 
pied by business matters, so tlic Dutch art dealer decided 
to spend a few days in the chateau country. 

Alas, they proved unproductive days, he told Cictty when 
next they met, yielding nothing of interest, artistically. 

The latter commented: “I’m afraid the Texan couple 
regard me as something of a curiosity, if not a crank. It’s 
impossible for them to comprehend the depths and phases of 
art, or of how or why anyone should want to collect works of 
art. Mind you, they’re all for enhancing America’s cultural 
standards, for expediting her artistic development as a nation. 
But despite their own substantial fortune, they accept no 
personal responsibility for helping the development along; not 
even in time or effort. 

“Sometimes, Mueller, I get good and mad at my fellow 
countrymen,” he ccmcluded sharply. 

A visit to the National Archives of France left the American 
perplexed. Seeking to confirm and supplement his own inform- 
ation relative to Rigaud’s painting, he tidd the* Dutchman: 

“I’m not concerned with the financial aspect of this portrait. 
No doubt it will always be worth what I paid for it. What 
docs seem incredible to me is that Don Jaime owned any- 
thing cither than authentic works of art. After all, he inherited 
the Rigaud; he didn’t buy it. And the fact that this canvas 
was cut out of its frame, plus the further fact that Don Jaime’s 
ancestors lived in the Tuilcrics aiuf not the Louvre, tends to 
confirm niy belief that my painting must be one of the (original 
three versions, if not the original itself.” 

i6o 



I’OR 1 R \1 I 


oi in I 111 ss oi c I Mhi ki \\n i)\ 

Ro\l\| N 


( 


; 1 I 


THF LOblS XV ROOM, SIIOWINC- 
lAi'isiRiis. inr |ossi lAiui and 
BAlUSrRADI \l lOOl (^1 Wlllf II IS 
PORI RAI 1 -HUS 1 OI MR | I’AUI 


iunj( III R 
nil MW 
A M ARHl I 
(,I 1 1 Y 


If Inpt/r" 1 /.i/ofi) / 


A Tapestry of Paris 

The sparse records available at the National Archives of 
France referred to an original portrait of King Louis XIV, 
“Showing a Leg”, as being in too tattered a condition to dis- 
play. They dated it as being painted in 1701 and referred to 
three copies of this same subject being executed by Rigaud 
in 1704. All three copies — since each was painted by Rigaud 
himself— were equal in importance. Now, Getty was some- 
what confused. 

“By the same token,” he said to the Dutch art dealer, “my 
‘Madonna of Loreto’ is unquestionably only a copy of the 
famous Raphael, but nevertheless it’s a good painting. Only 
good paintings were in the Don Jaime collection. After all, it 
was an art collection belonging to royalty. They had full and 
free choice of the best of all times.” 

Thinkino t nt loud, a habit of his, Mueller mused: “Museum 
authorities jprefer not to disclose the fact that art treasures once 
accredited to their museums have disappeared. Many of the 
recorded great works of art were probably salvaged from the 
Revolution, but are lost to France for ever.” 

. . . Concerning his “Madonna of Loreto”, the American 
said that Gerald Brockhurst, an ardent student — almost a 
disciple — of Raphael, who acted in an advisory capacity to 
the late Lord Diivcen^ was also impressed by the picture. 

hi Brockhurst’s pA'sence, Duveeii had Suid to Getty : i won’t 
tell you the Madonna is by Raphael, because if I did it 'vould 
be worth seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars. But I 
won’t tell you that it isn’t.” . . . 

“There’s a good Poelenburgh among your Dutch paintings — 
similar to the one in the museum at Dijon. The study of an 
unknown man, a sixteenth-century Flemish work, was an- 
otlicr picture I liked. It impressed me, as did the studio piece 
painted by one of Rembrandt’s students. Likewise, Berghem’s 
‘Milking a Goat*. You disclaim being a collector of paint- 
ings, Mr. Getty, yet you possess an in Testing variety. A 
painting can be a fine — sometimes a great — w'ork of art, 
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even if it isn’t attributed to a great Master,” said the Dutch 
art dealer, 

“A serious collector of paintings might argue that point. Un- 
less a picture is attributed to an acknowledged ‘Great Master’, 
it’s usually of little interest to him.” 

“You’re proud of your Rembrandt because it’s signed and 
dated. And of your ‘ two-pic tures-in-onc’ Ciainsborough. Yon 
overlook the fine Romney you have,” grumbled the Dutch- 
man. 

“Anything that lives in the house proper and not in the 
museum section is apt to get overlooked. Romney’s ‘Duchess 
of Cumberland’ hangs in the drawing-room. By the way, 
when I bought that portrait through Duveen, he told me he 
believed it to be as fine a Romney as existed. I’m fond of my 
paintings by Sorolla — the Spanish artist, and especially so of 
his ‘Gardens of the Alhambra’ witli its wonderful portrayal of 
sunlight,” 

In the Rodin Museum they admired a small though life-sized 
terra-cotta head similar to one in the American’s collection. 

“It’s a pretty little thing,” observed Mueller, critically, “but 
it lacks character.” , 

“I’ve never been too keen on French sculptures, yet I find 
this one charming. She has a winsomeiTcss that’s appealing. 
Her companion-piece is one of my favourite art objects — sort 
of a pet,” said Getty. 

. . . Coming originally from the Dowager Lady Sackville’s 
collection, this terra-cotta head of a pretty’ girl by Rodin was 
the only example of modern sculpture in the ranch museum — 

In Paris, as elsewhere, tlierc was gossip of the American’s 
fabulous wealth, his control of “major business”, the im- 
mense scope oi his far-reaching financial operations. Mueller 
heard vaguely of oil, banking, Wall Street; of hotels, insurance 
and manufacturing. Their mutual interests, however, were 
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restricted to the world of art, the only sphere in which the art 
dealer found his client voluble. 

On occasitm he imagined Getty to be on the verge of coming 
out of his shell, of opening up to the extent of discussing 
personalities, of exchanging confidences; a not unnatural sup- 
position considering their constant association. Once, talking 
superficially on world affidrs, Getty said; “I majored in 
political science and economics at Oxford some thirty-odd 
years ago, and the basic law of economics never changes, 
regardless of politics.” 

Mueller thought: “Many a world-famou» figure suffers the 
tortures of inner loneliness, afraid, and a prisoner of his fame. 
Could a man also become the prisoner of his own great 
wealth?” 

His coir pal.. ‘/n’s restless driving energy and lust for seeing 
more and yet more; his unquenchable thirst for knowledge; 
those endless hours of study and “escape into learning”. Could 
it all add up to being a sedative for inner loneliness, for tliat 
spiritual isolation which great wealth with its accompanying 
responsibilities and fears so often engenders? 

Through his acquaintances who were oblivious of the 
world of art, (^etty realized an unexpected pleasure. In tlie 
hotel lobby the TeJtans met a friend whu was the b’ ran ess 
adviser to the nuchessc de Talleyrand. 

The latter, who started life as Anna Gould, daughttT of one 
of America’s first railroad tycoons, had also been the wife of 
Comte Boni dc Castcllane, that celebrated and aristocratic 
boulevardicr of the ’nineties. Now in lier eighties, the Duehesse 
lives in the United States and seldom visits Europe. 

Her business adviser intended checking the contents of her 
Paris home, the famous Palais Rose. “If you would care to 
sec the house, you arc all very welcome to come along,” he 
invited. 

. . . '['he Palais Rose stands on one corner of the Avenue 
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MalakofF, where it occupies a large area reaching to the 
Avenue Hochc. Built out of pink marble, its architecture was 
influenced by the Grand Trianon at Versailles. 

Completed in 1898 at die reputed cost of tliirty-eight 
million gold francs, the Palais Rose stands, still resplendent and 
set back in its formal grounds, coldly aloof from twenticdi- 
century Paris. Most of die neighbouring mansions arc now 
modem apartment-houses. 

This rehc of elegance, a glittering monumcitt to the aristo- 
cratic Ufe of Paris, looked lonesome, Getty decided, even 
desolate, with its .shuttered windows. 

The interior of the great mansion was of incredible beauty. 
Looking up at its wide marble staircase which graciously 
ascended from the centre of an immense entrance hall to a 
mezzanine and then branched off to the right and left, and 
continued upwards to the first-floor suites of ^ooms, the 
American exclaimed: “It resembles the Roy;il Palace at 
Naples! What banquets, what balls, what grandeur this house 
has seen! What exquisite taste!” 

It was common knowledge that Botii cle Castellano’s flair 
for decor was responsible for the P.tlais Rose — its exferior and 
interior — which wa^, acclaimed by the art connoisseurs of the 
world. The Comte had exquisite tastt* and his wife the un- 
limited fortune which made it possible fo'r him to indulge his 
taste. 

Nowadays tlie house is stripped of its great art treasures; 
some have been sold and others shipped to the Duchesse in the 
United States. 

Proofs of Boni dc Castcllane’s impeccable taste in furniture 
were in the ranch museum. Mueller referred to his notebook 
and read about the Gobelins Suite from die Palais Rose, and 
the Commode from the collection of (Jeorge J. Gould, 
former brothcr-in-law of Castellane: "Gobelins Suite. Tapestry, 
comprising one settee and two matching armchairs. French, 
circa 1720-5. Backs and scats arc woven after designs of Claude 
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Audran the Younger or Francois Desportes. The gilt frames 
carved with shells, acanthus and paterae arc of later date. 
(Personal notation: 1 was amused by its tapestry-design of 
monkeys playing musical instruments.) 

Commode. French, circa 1735. Rosewood, mahogany and 
tulipwood. Body of slightly serpentine contour, contains 
two long drawers. Gilt-bronze mounts comprise sprays of 
endive foliage rising from claw feet and flanking a vignette 
of two children playing with a large monkey. Jospe Fleuri. 
Height thirty-five and a half inches, length fifty-three and 
a half inches. In the manner of Charles. Cressent.” 

Pierre, butler in the Gould family for forty-five years and 
now sixty-eight years of age, still lived at the Palais Rose, as 
did Jules »wljef wliose service in die great mansion totalled 
some fort^-three years, Pierre proudly informed the visitors 
that Jules’ art was still incomparable. 

Refreshments were offered and, wandering through the 
almost empty rooms, glass in hand, was a strange experience. 
All the furniture in evidence was shrouded in dust-sheets, while 
ghosts of more recent times haunted the enormous library. 

... In 1948, the four major powers — “The Big Four” — 
held prolonged sessions at the Palais Rose. These sessions 
lasted approximately two months, duiing wliich t.i ;c an 
agreement was sought with Russia regarding a permanent 
peace treaty with Germany and Austria. The conference 
terminated in a complete fiasco, since Russia would not agree 
to any of the proposals made by the United States, Great 
Britain and France. All were vetoed. . . . 

The elaborate winter garden adjoining the library must 
have been a magnificent sight in its heyday, Getty thought 
during the tour of inspection. Deserted now, emptied of all 
growing, living beauty, aSomed only bv relics of the past — 
some statuary which was attributed to Houdon, and other 
scattered pieces — ^it was forlorn, almost pathetic. 
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“I wonder why the Diichcssc doesn’t dispose of this place/’ 
he ventured. 

“I doubt if she ever will,” he was told. “The Palais Rose is a 
romantic diapter in her long and colourful life. She’s very 
sentimental about it.” 

. . . The Dutch art dealer was unable to satisfy his curiosity 
with regard to the monkey motifs used so extensively in 
eighteenth-century decor. From old French books on ebenistes 
and tapestries, he learned that in tlie earliest of tapestry designs, 
dating as far back as tlie medieval, floral garlands predomin- 
ated. Later, these evolved into intertwining ropes or cords 
decorated with tassels, lo relieve the monotony of such 
stereotyped patterns, and to fill in the many blank spaces 
created, it became necessary to invent further decor.ition. 
Obviously, only birds could perch upon garlands ai\d monkeys 
clamber up ropes. Berain, it appeared, was the first tapestry 
designer to utilize such effects. Though hardly a satisfactory or 
cdifyniig conclusion, it was the only conclusion Mueller reached. 

The American vras amused; “I didn’t think there was any 
special significance; merely perhaps that monlceys — like 
Pekinese dogs — were used as pets, especially by the elegant 
ladies of that elegant era.” 

. . . “The last time I visited here, Stiebel was with me,” 
Getty told Mueller. 

“Here” was a mansion built and formerly occupied by tlic 
eminent Camondo family. Victims of Nazism and Hitler’s 
insensate persecution, the last members of this respected and 
philanthropic family all perished in the concentration camp of 
Auschwitz. Their beautiful home with its great works of art 
is now a private museum. An engraved plaque fastened upon 
the outside wall of the house bears tribute to the Camondo 
family, whose cultured tastes remain — indestructible — for 
humanity to enjoy. 
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“There are quite a few private art collections in these old 
mansions around the Parc Monccau”, (ietty explained to his 
friends. “None, however, equals this one. The ‘Jacquemart 
AndrtJ’ is possibly the next most interesting. Stiebcl said the 
truly great examples in French furniture here are that pair of en- 
coignurcs by Dubois, which arc similar to mine; this Baroque 
corner commode by Cressent (which he claims is the most 
wonderful Baroque example in existence); and this small 
green Sevres plaque bonheur dc jour. He dated tliis piece as 
being about 1760, and maintained that it’s unique. It reminds 
me somewhat of my little Burb table." 

The Dutch art dealer enthused over a large bureau plat, 
likewise credited to the renowned clx'nistc, 1 )ubois. “I recollect 
seeing a similar bureau plat at the ranch museum. But it 
was unsigne b Have you any ideas as to whom it can be 
attributed?” 

“Wc-cll . . . there arc theories. . . The American proceeded 
to relate how, when in London, he was .uixious to secure 
seventeenth-century and eighteenth-century rock crystal 
chandeliers. Thev were evtreinelv diflicult to find, but at 
Cameron’s, fine art and antique dealers of (ir<isvenor Sqiure, 
he eventually saw the loveliest rock crystal chandelier of his 
life. It held tw'cnty eandlcs and equalled the best examples 
of die Wallace Collbction. It was d.ated as itipo to 1700. 

“I’d been looking for just such a chandelier for fifteen years, 
so grasped this opportunity. I figured its cost would be at 
least four thousand pounds. When the price asked was only 
fifteen hundred pounds, 1 naturally didn’t hesitate for a 
moment.” 

Getty also saw a small French eighteenth-century meLiianic.d 
uble by Oeben, and a m.ignificent bureau plat of earlier 
period. Both sorely tempted his instincts as a collector. How- 
ever, die large bureau pfat w.ts a most expensive piece ot 
furmture, and he hesitated. 

The Oeben mechanical table had a companion-piece in the 
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Louvre, he was informed by Mr. Levy of Cameron’s. “In tlic 
Louvre example, however, the table-top raises. This one, as 
you can sec, slides,” he said, demonstrating its mechanism. 

On impulse Getty added the Oeben mechanical tabic to his 
collection. 

“Like the Rembrandt, Ardabil and other art objects I’ve 
acquired, that bureau plat haunted me. I’d seen it before, but 
where? I knew the table was unsigned, but had a feeling that 
such a handsome piece of French furniture must be important. 
Finally, I decided to make an offer for it.” 

Discussing the . matter with Frank Partridge, the latter 
suggested that he, as an art dealer, would evaluate and en- 
deavour to secure this piece for him subject to an adjustment 
of price. It was, however, late on Friday afternoon, and 
Cameron’s had now closed their galleries. There was no alter- 
native but to exercise patience until they reopened for business 
on the following Monday. Partridge was leaving London for 
the week-end, so they decided that he would approach 
Cameron’s (acting as Getty’s buying agent) upon his retiini 
to town. 

On Tuesday morning a telephone call from Partridge tt»ld 
of his seeing the bureau plat, and he advised: “Secure it without 
delay before opposition arrives.” For Febrc, the Paris dealer, 
had, as soon as news of this table reached 'him in Paris, flown 
to London. 

“I authorized Partridge to close the deal immediately. An 
hour later he called back to say it was a fait accompli. At noon 
I went to Cameron’s to take a look at my ncwly-acquired 
treasure.” 

Monsieur Fabre acknowledged (ictty, with whom he was 
acquainted, introduced his client — a wealthy French collector, 
Momicur Verge — and resumed his examination of the ormolu 
mounts on the bureau plat. He spoke to his client in rapid 
French, and explained that this was doubtless the famous Jossc 
table which the Germans had seized during tlic war. It was 
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allegedly purchased by the Rcichsbank. How the table had 
eventually reached England was a mystery. 

In May, 1894, the large bureau plat was the frontispiece of 
a catalogue of the celebrated sale of works of art belonging 
to Monsieur Jossc in Paris. Ehmistes seldom signed their works 
before approximately 1750. Both Levy and Fabre now dated 
this piece of furniture as between 1690 and 1710, further 
corroborating that it was indeed the Josse table. 

“All of a sudden I realized that Fabre was right. I remem- 
bered seeing this bureau plat at his place in Paris before the 
war. 1 wanted to buy it then, but his price was too high. 
Monsieur Verge was quite obviously disappointed when he 
heard tliis lovely piece of furniture was already mme. Fabre 
asked w’hethcr 1 would relinquish my purchase to him — at a 
profit.” 

. . . “You have other bureau plats in your collection.” The 
Dutchman referred to liis trusty notebook : 

**lVrithi(f Table. Tulipwood and kiiigwood marquetry. 
Gilt bronze foliated moimts — a seated figure of Justice 
ornaments the frieze at cither end. Oblong with three 
drawers at one side; top covered with dark leather. Manner 
of Charles Crcsseift. 1 leight thirty inches. Length seventy- 
eight and a half inches. From the collection of William 
Randolph Hearst.” 

“Presumably that table was used in the Royal Law Courts 
of France — it bears an appropriate title ‘Jury and Justice’. It 
could piobably tell us many interesting tales, Mueller. How- 
ever, it’s no longer in my collection. I recently presented it to 
die Los Angeles County Museum.” 

A wave of business associates, gcologi-.s and engineers trom 
the Middle East again descended upon the American, keeping 
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him in conference for some days, after which both Mueller 
and he were scheduled to leave Paris. 

The art dealer was bound for Geneva and the tiny independ- 
ent Duchy of Liechtenstein, which is sandwiched between 
Austria and Switzerland. An important collection of paintings 
was to be sold there. The American’s business activities were 
now taking him into Germany. The looseness of their associa- 
tion pleased Getty, whose idiosyncrasy in regard to plans and 
timing was now well known to his companion. 

“Let us keep the date of our next meeting flexible,” Mueller 
suggested. “It’s less .difficult for me to accommodate myself to 
your plans dian vice versa,'* 

Always appreciative of intelligent thinkmg. Getty was 
grateful. “The unexpected so often overtakes me,” he ex- 
plained. “I’d no idea that business would catch up with me so 
extensively here in Europe. Problems one never anticipates 
occur. And while I delegate authority wherever I feel it’s 
justified, there are moral responsibilities I can’t ignore.” 

The Dutclnnan was familiar with tliis sentiment. On rare 
occasions, Getty spoke of his father and of how much he 
had always admired — even envied — the latter’s brilliant mind 
and honest diligence. His iron-bound policy, “Mitral respons- 
ibilities must on no account be side-traiked”, and favourite 
expression, “No man’s opinion is any bettef tlian his informa- 
tion”, were often quoted by his son. 

A final visit to the Louvre convinced tlicm tliat though 
other “Chancelleries” challenged, none exceeded the beauty 
of design, colour or weaving of a large tapestry in the ranch 
museum whose description read: 

''Gobelins Tapestry- First half of the eighteenth century. 

Called a ‘Cha.icelleric’. Depicts !he arms of France and 

Navarre, canopied and crowiicd and represented upon a blue 

field strewn with gold fleur-de-lis. Woven from a design 
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by G. L. Vcmansal and Claude Audran the Younger. Border 
shows in each comer the arms of Cliancellor Chauvclin; 
and in the centre of the lower border is the cipher or mono- 
gram of the Chancellor. The signature of tlic weaver, 
Lc Blond, appears in the lower right-hand corner. Height 
eleven feet two inches. Width eight feet eight inches. Note. 
Periodically throughout the cightccntli century, sets of 
‘Chancelleries’ were ordered from the Gobchns Tapestry 
Manufactury f<ir presentation by the King to lus 
Chancellors.” 

Another t)f the ranch museum's treasures invited com- 
parison — a writing table acquired through Botibol s of 
London. It was French, circa 1745-50. Of kingvvood, and with 
gilt-broi.2e im'unts, it was further decorated by bands of 
guilloclK; motif. Stamped in several places on the mounts was 
the letter “C” surmounted by a crowni — a tax poin^oii which 
was placed upon all ormolu articles during the period T745-9. 
This table was notable as one o( tlic very few extant examples 
showing the introduction of the neo-classic motit — ^bands of 
guillocbe — prior to 1750. 

Both men were surprised when they realized tlic Louvre 
museum’s weakness •in Sevres plaque furniture of th? French 
eighteenth centur^'. 

“I believe there arc only two important pieces in tlie entire 
collection — ‘(Juerault’s Table’ and the Gueridon table, by 
Cvarlin,” Getty commented, and observed also how die white 
flowers in the lacquered woodwork ot ‘Gucrault s Table were 
yellowing with age. 

In the Adolphe Rothschild Salon they saw many c.xquisitc 
examples of die goldsmith’s art. These attracted Mueller, but 
the American remained uitifts'cted by precious metals and 
precious stones, even while admitting their beauty. 

. . . Three invitations were prominent on Getty s desk on 
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this, his last eveiuiig in Paris. The opening of the Opera 
Season, a “gala” charity performance of ballet, and a formal 
dinner party which was one of the social highlights of die Paris 
season. In mellow mood he told die Dutchman: “A siege of 
business conferences leaves me widi litdc desire for the social 
bright lights. We can hear opera in Italy. iVc apologized re 
the dinner party', since I’d scarcely be a credit to any hostess 
tonight. As for the ballet ... I only turn into a balletomane 
when my favourite priim ballerina, Markova, is on die stage.” 

. . . Walking around, enjoying a last view of this beautiful 
and liistoric city, the two men found themselves in the Rue 
de Berri. The address “20 Rue dc Berri” was significant; it 
became a liighly fasliionablc salon of the Parisian ilitc in Napo- 
leon’s time dirough Princess Mathilde, daughter of Jerome 
Bonaparte, who possessed distinguished talents as a hostess. 

The art dealer recalled an evening at the Santa Monica 
Ranch. “It was exciting to find myself sitting on a chair which 
once belonged to the Empress Josephine. Why, Napoleon 
himself might have sat on that very same chair!” (This set, 
comprising a Beauvais tapestry sofa and ten matching chairs, 
were acquired from the Due dc Trevise’s collection in Paris.) 

“Do you remember seeing six Empire chairs which I 
mentioned originally belonged to Madame Jerome Bona- 
parte? They are graceful little chairs and have Dolphins 
carved on their gilt frames.” (ietty went on to relate how these 
were acquired, together widi some rock crystal chandeliers, 
from his old friend Elsie dc Wolff, the late Lady Mcndl. I Icr 
brilUant taste and flair for fumisliings laid die foundation of her 
fame and fortune. Her wit was memorable and, at die great age 
of ninety, she liad still been an outstanding personality in 
both Parisian and international society. 

Like the Dutch art dealer, Getty iiidicated diat he too was 
inclined to sendmcntal dreaming in which he journeyed into 
die past with some of his art treasures as companions. 
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“To me my works of art arc all vividly alive. They’re the 
embodiment of whoever created tlicm— a mirror of their 
creator’s hopes, dreanjs and, yes, frustrations too. They’ve led 
eventful lives — pampered by aristocracy and pillaged by 
revolution, courted with ardour and cold-bloodedly aban- 
doned. They’ve been honoured by drawing-rooms and 
humbled by attics. So many worlds in their life-span, yet all 
were transitory ! What stories they could tell, what sights tliey 
must have seen ! Their worlds have long since disintegrated, 
yet tlicy live on — and for die most part as beautiful as ever. 
Symbolic, surely?’’ 

lie stopped abruptly, embarrassed. “You’d better gag me, 
Mueller, before my eloquence gets die better of me and I start 
expounding my pet tlieorics on the inexorable facts of life and 
de.ath. And 'f the creations of man’s mind, he.irt and h;mds 
which will live on— ageless, timeless — it they don’t fall victim 
to man’s lust for destruction and the elements alone are 
responsible for their destiny.’’ 

Mueller, however, had no desire to stop him as, little by 
little, die American revealed somctliing of his closely guarded 
inner self. 
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All Roads Lead to Rome 


T he IHitch art dealer’s life had been mainly dedicated 
to business, and his travels, wliilc extensive, had been 
restricted to ^assignments involving tlic sale and purchase 
of works of art. 

Unlike the American, Mueller moved in a simple orbit. He 
was a bom bachelor. He had no desire for permanent com- 
panionship. Any paternal instincts he may have possessed were 
satisfied by his sister’s numerous children for whom, as the 
bachelor uncle of more than average means, he accepted a 
generous share of responsibility. 

In typical and stolid Dutch fashion, he was dependable and 
affable by nature, viewing the world phlegmatically and 
avoiding the spectacular. 

His association with, reputedly, one of die world’s richest 
men inevitably excited comment and gossip. But this did not 
disconcert him in the slightest, since he had no ulterior motives. 
As a client, Getty had decided limitations, for his own 
purchasing field was catholic. Only on a few occasions during 
their years of acquaintance was die Dutchman in a position to 
accommodate him. Choice works of art could not be picked 
up at random. 

Looking back over the past months, Mueller realized how 
his companion’s mental vigour stimulated every'body around 
him. I le would be sorry when their European travels ended, 
Amsterdam, London and Paris had ’taken on added interest, 
spiced with a sense of adventure, when he was with the 
American. 
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His recent visit to the tiny independent Duchy of Liechten- 
stein— and the sale he attended there- -yielded two important 
paintings of the French School and assorted art objects of 
decorative value. A small but very rare bronze figure of tlie 
Etruscan period was a special “prize”. At first considered 
Greek of the fifth century, it was ultimately identified as 
Etruscan of Oeek influence. 

From previous experience die Dutch art dealer knew his client 
to be a poor correspondent. The American preferred to com- 
municate by telephone or telegraph. It was therefore a pleasant 
surprise when a letter from him reached Mueller in Geneva. 

While driving to (Germany, C'ictty had detoured in order to 
sec the Magnin Collection at Dijon, former capital of Bur- 
gundy. “It’s really something to see, Mueller! Every wall of 
every room the Magnin mansion is covered with paintings, 
drawings and engravings — literally trom floor to ceiling. There 
are someVirsr-rate things. It’s a most impressive collection. But 
everything is too crowded together, in my opinion.” 

The Dutchman experienced some difticulty in deciphering 
his client’s sprawling script. It resembled a Continental hand 
rather than that of a man whose mother tongue was English. 
Tlie renow'ued hostelry La Cloche in Dijon, he learned, still 
boasted some of tliij best food and wines in Fnuice: their 
venerable chef still ruled in its kitchen. A postscript \\ e: added 
to the letter: “fm told there's a wonderful bookstore in 
(jcneva named Kundig’s, where it might be possible to find 
some old guide or travel books. If you can find the time to 
look in theie for me, \\\ certainly appreciate it. Thanks. 

. . . What an enchanting treasure house Kundig s turned out 
to be! Mueller was amply rewarded tor lus visit w'hcn, m 
large, rambling rooms over the store, he discovered some old 
French books\vith rare* eighteenth <entury bindings. They 
were perfect adjuncts to any turmshingj t French eighteenth- 
century origin, decorative it not readable. He examined an 
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elaborately illustrated ahuatiack designed as a presentation copy 
for King Louis XIV. It had obviously never been in use. But 
guide or travel books? In response a partner of the firm of 
Kimdig’s reappeared, his arms laden with vellum-bound 
volumes. 

To his delight, the Dutchman unearthed three treasures — an 
explorer’s accoimt of his own Maiden I 'oyaf^c to South America, 
during which expedition the Straits of Magellan were dis- 
covered, in French; .4 Voyaj^c to Jerusalem in Italian; .ind the 
report, .4 Journey througli Italy in German. The bindings were 
the original old vellum and exceptionally well preserved, 
Mueller read a title page. 

IL DEVOTISSIMO I lAGGIO Dl GFAiUSALEMMl: 

Fatto e descrito in Sei lihri dal Si^' Giouanni Zuallardo, 
Cavaliero del Santis Sepolcro di N.S. L’anno i_^S 6 . A^^f^iontoui 
i diseqni di varijluotihi dt Terra Sante & altri paesi {naejiati da 
Natale Bonifacio Dalmat. 

Con Licemia di Superiori. 

Stampato in Rome, Per F. Zanetti & Gia. 

Ruffinelli nell' Anno M.D. LXXXVII. 

Underneath tliis was a small coloured lithograph depicting 
Biblical characters bearing shields into battle, and the motto 
in fine lettering; 

Non hiero solymis fuii seised hierosolymis 

bene vixis: se, latulandum est. D. hier Pauli Mon. 

It was in antique script. Inside its covers the book contained 
numerous maps and lithographs. 

Possessing a slight knowledge of Italian — plus a smattering 
of Latin from lib student days— the art dealer scanned the 
pages, convincing himself that his client would likewise 
consider this volume “collector’s chdicc”. I Ic asked the price, 
thought it reasonable, so bought “A Voyage to Jerusalem”. 
Written and publbhcd in 1617, A Journey through Italy 
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All ^oads Lead to Rome 


contained woodcuts of Pisa, Florence, Siena, Naples and other 
cities. More familiar with the German language, Mueller was 
better able to appreciate tliis volume. I le assured liimself that 
it, also, was worthy of inclusion in the unique guide and travel 
book library at the Santa Monica Ranch. Completing its 
purchase, he earmarked his other “finds” as being subject to 
Getty’s approval. 

These valuable old travel books, he was told, had been 
acquired by Kimdig’s from the Prince of Liechtenstein’s 
private library. 

. . . Before the war this famed library ancl collection of great 
works of art were kept in the Liechtenstein Palace in Vienna, 
where the Prince lived for the greater part of the year. Only 
in the summertime was he in residence in his miniature king- 
dom of Liechtenstein. Political changes, however, brought 
changes in social routine. Tlie family now spent most of tlicir 
time at the castle in Liechtenstein; the palace in Viemia was 
deserted. Because of limited space and changed circumstances, 
many of tlicir larger art objects and park’s of their extensive 
library were sold. . . . 

The American made no reference to the intervening month, 
greeting die Dutch ^rt dealer as diough they had parted 
only a day or s^f before. He volunteered no intormation 
whatsoever concerning liis prolonged stay in CJerrnany, which 
cities he had visited; how he had fared. But he looked tired, 
Mueller observed, and thumer in die face. The skin, stretched 
taut, accentuated the already prominent bone structure. That 
almost mask-like coldness of expression Mueller now recog- 
nized to be part (^f Getty’s defence mechanism. “Big business” 
was a jungle of wits; thinking had to be quick and calculated, 
sensitivity and sentimentality never revealed. 

“All roads lead to Rortic . . . even if via Switzerland and 
Amsterdam,” the affable Dutchman cut ..aort liis companion’s 
apology. “They were two weeks well spent in Amsterdam. 


M 
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1 went there right after your phone call to me in Geneva. And 
now I am at your disposal widiout any impediment or business 
obhgation. My partners have a well-stocked art gallery, and I 
have a clear conscience.” 

Getty appeared relieved. “I was afraid this trip had dis- 
appointed you by comparison witli our Looten adventure. Oh, 
sure, we managed to weave a fantasy of fact and fiction around 
Gainsborough’s ‘Christie,’ and had the good fortune to see 
inside tlie Palais Rose. But there’s also been confusion. And tliis 
letter hardly clarifies it.” He handed the Dutchman a letter out 
of the batch of forwarded mail which had awaited his arrival. 
“It’s from Borovin Anthon, die art restorer. You know him, 
I believe.” He read excerpts, concluding with: 

'‘While I was in the Louvre this past summer, I took the 
opportunity to compare your Rij^aud with the identical version 
there, and I want to say that artistically or qualitatively your 
picture seems in no way inferior to the one there,** 

Mueller beamed as though Hyacinthe Rigaud’s portrait of 
Louis XIV “Showing a Leg” were liis own personal property. 
Subconsciously he >\'as identifying liimsclf with the ranch 
museum in almost paternal fashion. “It is good news,” he said, 
“even though it docs not provide the anst/cr.” 

Both men deplored the savagery of war and its wanton 
destruction of die beautiful city of Munich. Much re- 
building had already taken place, but mucli diat was des- 
troyed was irreplaceable. The Altc Pinakodiek, they were told, 
had buried its treasures underground, so only the structure 
itself suffered actual bomb damage. 

In the cold light of postwar days — his hatred for the 
perpetrators of this war cooled b/ time — die Dutchman felt 
only a weary regret diat these fine architectural creations had 
been subjected to such useless vandalism. 
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The “Exposition of Old Masters,” which opened in Munich 
on the day of their arrival, was magnificent. “I have seen the 
finest of exliibitions all over Europe,” declared tlie Dutch art 
dealer, “but never one to better tliis.” 

His statement was justified, Cletty realized, as together they 
saw many of the great treasures which had formerly hung in 
the Alte Pinakothek, plus famous paintings loaned from 
prominent collections and museums in various parts of the 
world. Rubens, Holbein and Memling. Raphael, Botticelli, 
and Titian. Rembrandt, Hals and Van Dyck. Velasquez, Goya 
— Old Masters of many nations all proudly^ competed. There 
were three or four works by Albrecht Diirer, two of which — 
full-length companion-pieces of exceptional beauty and 
quality — evoked admiration from viewers. 

The American was less impressed by Munich’s much 
publicized “Exliibition of (ierinan C^onteinporaries”. In his 
opinion, this collection of modem art showed unquestioned 
decad(‘nce, especially in subject-matter. A pair of landscapes, 
however, unusual in their ultra-modem composition invited 
discussion. 

“This young contemporary artist might conceivably become 
an Old Master of the Suture,” Mueller predicted tlioughtfully. 
“His technique is pfccise and his execution vivid.” He made a 
note of the tag and number stuck on to these canvases and 
afterwards, at the desk, asked the price ol the two landscapes. 

“They are not what I would call pretty pictures, like the 
ballet scenes you bought in l\iris,” he told die American. 
“Their composition has underlying strengdi. They are full 
of character and realistic in essence. Watch this artist, Mr. 
Getty. I predict we ll be hearing more of him — ,md ot his 
paintings.” 

. . . Getty looked up from his copy ot tiaedeker. “Ludwig’s 
three fabulous castles arc all witliin easy driving distance of 
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here,” he said. “We arc not travelling on a deadline, so if you 
won’t niind anotlier slight detour on our way to Rome. ...” 

He turned to the Dutchman, widi an apologetic smile. 
“I guess I’m incurable, Mueller ! I must have been born with a 
Baedeker in my hand. Wherever tlicre’s anytliing of interest 

to see ” He spread Ills palms out. “Well, can anyone stop 

an incoming tide?” 

“I’m reconciled to the inevitable,” said the Dutchman 
blinking his eyes rapidly as he shook his head. “I’ll try to keep 
pace with you, and hope for the best” had become his almost 
parrot-like avowal. 

They arrived at Herrencliiemsee in time to board the after- 
ixoon steamer to the isLuul on L.ake Chiemsee where — in 
1878 — King Ludwig II of Bavaria laid the foundation ft)r his 
palace which was t(» be a replica of Louis XlV’s Versailles. 

Only eighteen rooms of this magnificent edifice were com- 
pleted and furnished, they learned from the guide. For while 
the interior of bis palace was still under construction, Ludwig 
had died. 

. . . Boni on the 23th of August, 1845, in die royal residence 
in Munich, Ludwig ascended die throne of Bavaria in 1864 on 
the dtadi of his father King Maximilian.ll. I lis reign coincided 
with an era of European nationalism, t struggles, and the 
unification of the German States which led to the found.ition 
of the German Empire. This latter development forced Ludwig 
to give up that political independence wliich his predecessors 
had w'on for Bavaria. As an imperial prince, stripped of 
authority and politically atrophied, he spent the last years ot 
his life, from 1871, in the ever-darkening shadow of his own 
tragic fate. His delicate soul could not bear the harsh denunds 
of prosaic reality and he perished in consequence. On die 14th 
of June, 1886, Ludwig II was droWned while boating on lake 
Stanibcrg. It is often suggested that he committed suicide. . . . 
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Hcrrcnchicnisce, despite its great splendour of baroque 
and rococo, was nieinorable to the Anierican chiefly for its 
superb crystal chandeliers the hke of which, he announced, 
he had never seen in his life. 

From lake edge to castle was approximately a two-mile 
walk through a natural park on the island, and Mueller figured 
they must have walked six miles or more by the time they 
returned to the mainland. He was tired, and more than content 
to be back in Munich as darkness fell. 

The Hotel Vicrjalireszeiten, their tcmpor^iry home, boasted 
as its main dining room the famed restaurant, Waltcrspicl. 

“This is my idea of the perfect restaurant! Food to satisfy 
the most discriminating of gourmets, wine to whet the palate 
of any ciitmoi'^scur, and impeccable service.” Getty, usually 
indifferent^ to the gastronomic, became a convert when 
Relirucketi mit Preisselkrren, followed by the chef’s speciality 
crepes, 'With an almond filling which melted in the mouth, were 
put before him. “I wish we could take the Waltcrspiel along 
with us,” he said to Mueller, enjoying liimself with obvious 
relish. 

To see Ludwig’s odicr two castles meant spending a night 
away from Munich. 

Linderhof was tlieir first stop. 

Built at the foot of a moimtain, the Royal Castle :licre was 
less formal a residence than the Palace of I Icrrcnchicmsee. The 
surrounding scenery was of inspiring beauty, and lovely 
foimtaiiis, sparkling with a rainbow of colours, played in ti\: 
gardens. An elaborate pergola, built like a Moorish kiosk, had 
exquisite stained-glass windows shaped to resemble a peacock 
with tail spread. 

Getty read in tlie guidJ book; “Tliis ‘Moorish Kiosk’ wis 
especially designed as a trysting place and tea-house for the 
King’s personal use.” 
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Both he and Mueller were of the opinion diat, while 
beautiful, everything was over oniate. King Ludwig II of 
Bavaria had evidently possessed the lavish and colourful tastes 
of an Oriental potentate. 

The pike de resistance at Castle Lindenhof proved to be tlic 
Blue Grotto. Obviously, it had been no mean engineering feat 
to dig a tunnel through these extensive grounds and in tlie 
centre of that tunnel scoop out an enormous cavcni. Inside 
the cavern an artificial lake of translucent brilliant blue had 
a stage erected on its farthest bank. 

A munificent patron of Richard Wagner, Ludwig II had 
designed this undergroimd theatre especially to hear Wagner’s 
operas in their proper settmgs. From an eerie vantigc-point 
high upon a pinnacle among the artificially created stalactites 
and stalagmites, the King — and possibly members of lus court 
— used to sit and watch the operatic performances. 

Two elaborately decorated boats, shaped like swans, which 
once carried the tenors and sopranos back and forth to the 
stage, still dotted the blue lake .as it shimmered with an 
iridescent glow in the dank darkness of the cavern. 

. . . “The acoustics must be marvellous,” declared (Jetty as 
they emerged from- the Blue (Jrotto into the contrast of 
piercing daylight. 

“No wonder they called Ludwig II 'the mad King of 
Bavaria,” shivered Mueller. . . . 

It was just starting to drizzle when they set out for die 
Schloss of Neuschwanstein. 

Built on die top of a mountain, Ludwig’s hunting lodge, 
gleaming white with many towers and turrets, resembled a 
fairy-tale castle. 

At the foot of the mountaui road the drizzle turned into 
rain, and with that startling suddenness common in the 
Bavarian Alps, the heavens seemed to open and release torrents 
of water on the earth below. 
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“Well, that’s goodbye to Neusdiwanstcin.” The art dealer’s 
voice was devoid of regret. “We can’t drive up that steep 
mountain road in this weather.” 

“It’ll stop as suddenly as it started,” the American pleaded. 
“It always docs — in the Bavarian Alps.” 

The hapless Mueller looked hard at Getty — at his firm set of 
chin and determination of eye — and submitted to the inevit- 
able. He should have known better, he thought. A few gallons 
of water would not deter his companion once he had set his 
mind upon anything, no matter what, where or how. 

At the car-park the guide warned them it was unwise 
to use the narrow motor-road in this deluge. I le could, how- 
ever, offer his horse and droshky to make the ascent. It would 
be absolutely safe, he guaranteed; his horse had trodden this 
winding pall '.cores of times and could find its way blind- 
folded. 

The Dutchman, clutching on to the scat of the swaying 
droshky as the horse plodded its way up tlu' slippers’ mount.iin 
road, felt he would remember this nightmare ride as long as 
he lived. The horse was covered witli a protecting blanket; 
the guide-cum-driver had put some sacking over tlie back of 
his own head and shyulders; and his two p.issengcrs huddled 
together, side by liide, on the open dri>shl:ys narrow seit — 
Getty holding the guide’s umbrella over their heads as the 
rain streamed down. 

“I’m truly sorry, Mueller! I didn't re.alize it would be such 
rough going. ” llis tone was contrite, but his fellow passenger 
was too miserably uncomfortable to reply. 

Later, from a turret window inside the c.astle, tlxey looked 
out over a sapphire lake ncstluig in a ring of snow-capped 
moimtains , . . and beyoird. 

“Well, wasn’t it worthwhile?” Getty dtimindcd. “Have you 
ever seen anytliing to equal this?” 
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Somewhat reluctantly his companion acknowledged the 
laws of compensation. 

The Schloss of Neuschwanstein was spectacular. Oil- 
painted murals, depicting scenes from Wagner’s operas, 
decorated some of the immense rooms. An indoor aquarium 
was magically constructed to resemble a cave and served as 
a passageway between a state reception room and a winter 
garden. It was all sheer fantasy. The vivid, imaginative mind 
capable of such ingenuity drew forth admiruig exclamations. 

The throne room had elaborate wall panels of carved 
wood covered with solid gold leaf, and floor-length windows 
opened on to breathtaking views. 

That night the two men stayed at a sm.nll inn in the pic- 
turesque mountain village of Oberammergau. 

Comparing dicse three fabulous castles, it was surprising 
to find that not one of them contained any imporf.int works 
of art. The Palace of Herrcnchicmsee, with its magnificently 
painted ceilings and multi-coloured marble walls, held im- 
mense crystal chandeliers of exceptional beauty, and a very 
fine eighteenth-century French desk. 

The King — according to biographers — had paid forty-five 
thousand marks for this desk. And his .detractors maintained 
that such extravagance for a mere piece of furniture was proof 
that Ludwig II was not in his right mind. 

“Of course,” observed Mueller, “Hcrrcncluemsee, intended 
as die King’s formal residence and a replica of Versailles, would 
probably have been filled with art treasures to rival Versailles 
had Ludwig survived and politics been dift'erent.” 

The Royal Castle of Linderhof contained s.alons panelled 
from floor to ceiling widi mirrors framed by heavy gold 
carving. Other rooms had Dresden or Meissen porcelain 
framing their mirrored panels and boasted unique matching 
sets of candelabras and chandeliers wrought into floral dcsigas. 
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The Gobelins Room was of ornate splendour — too ornate 
even for the American, who so greatly admired French 
tapestries. All three castles, however, conformed to one 
pattern in their furnishings. Of heavily carved and gilded 
woods, some of the funiiture was mechanically contrived. 
The dining rooms each had dicir “magic table,” which used to 
be lowered into a kitchen below (for the setting and serving of 
meals) by pressing a button, like a modern hydraulic elevator. 

Most of the other furnisliings — as in die bedrooms — were 
elaborately carved, gilded and mirrored, and were permanent 
fixtures. Embossed silks and damasks, richly embroidered, 
covered chairs, settees and the matching draperies, all of which 
looked so new that they invited comment. 

A guide informed sightseers that, with die exception of a 
few days dieir completion, the castles and palaces built 
by Ludwig II had never been occupied. 

. . . Extending their detour, the two men included Berchtes- 
gadcii and the nuns of its ill-famed “Eagle’s Nest,” epicentre 
of one of the most earthquaking chapters in modern history 

On a brief and final visit to the Munich Exposition, Getty 
succumbed to an impulse which increased his collection of 
Moderns to a total of six. 

“It’s about on a par with that water-colour wished Oi\ me at 
Christie’s — *A Street Scene of Old London in 1845’. With tins 
one — ‘Streets of Munich’ — diey make a pair/’ he told Mueller. 

Like two landscapes the Outch art dealer had recently 
purchased, this painting was the work ot a comparatively 
unknown artist. It bore the signature “Hirsch”. 

“Could be niy ‘Moderns’ arc future ‘Old Masters’,” quipped 
Getr)% catching the Dutchman’s quizzical e.xpressioii. 

. . . The annual Wagner Festival at i.. lyrcuth— about tour 
hours’ drive from Munich — was too tempting to ignore: 
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another experience not to be missed. And the challenge that 
obtaining tickets was only a himdrcd-to-one chance spurred 
the American into testing their luck. His gamble yielded them 
a pair of tickets — last-minute cancellations. 

. . . The Opera House at Bayreuth was small and primitive 
when compared with the great theatres of major cities. Its 
scats were wooden and of the tip-up variety. But any lack 
of physical comfort was speedily countcr-b.ilauccd by the 
magnificence of Parsifal. The theatre’s acoustics were faultless, 
the artists’ interpretation of the liighcst order, and the opera 
was staged with the utmost fidelity to Richard Wagner’s 
first conception. 

In this musical holy of hoUes, audience appreciation in the 
orthodox fasliion was not encouraged. Quality of performance 
and superb production were prerequisites of Bayreuth’s 
annual tribute to Wagner, and applause was considered anti- 
climadc and even sacrilegious. 

The performance began at four in the afternoon and 
concluded just before midnight. Two intervals were provided, 
during w'hich the audience either left the FcstspieBiaus, to 
return later in their evening clothes after dining. Alternatively, 
a fine restaurant in the gardens of the theatre offered facilities 
for indoor or outdoor refreshment. 

During the first interval Mueller and the American w'ent 
into the centre of Bayreuth to sightsee Richard Wagner’s 
house, now a “National Denkmal". After tliis exciting day — 
“An experience I wouldn’t have missed for worlds,’’ said (ictty 
— they spent the night at Nuremberg. 

On the following morning, at tlie historic home and studio 
of Albrecht Diirer — Master among German painters — the 
Dutch art dealer exclaimed: “This* provides greater interest 
than Rembrandt’s house in Amsterdam !’’ 

The comprehensive cxliibition of Diirer’s tcclmique and 
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artistry delighted them both. There were few pauitiiigs, but 
a large number of etchmgs, and some wonderful engravings 
and drawings. Among these, ‘*Thc Praying Hands*’ remained 
an unsurpassed example of Diircr’s genius. 

As they were leaving these hallowed portals an old man 
stepped forward and enquired whether they would be inter- 
ested to sec the Master’s grave. One glance at his companion 
gave the art dealer his answer. A short ride through Nurem- 
berg’s “old town’* brought them to the cemetery. 

... A final temptation, within easy driving distance, was 
the amiual Music Festival at Salzburg, now in the closuig days 
of its season. 

They arrived on Saturday afternoon, and found Salzburg’s 
quaint, w-oluuiful shops already shut fsr the week-end. 
Enquiries^ at the F'estspielhaus drew a blank, so they pro- 
ceeded to the fine Museum of Natural History, of which 
vSalzburg is justly proud. Afterwards, Getty decided to return 
to the Festspielhaus — “for a final try” — arranging to meet 
Mueller at the Hotel (h>ldener Hirsch. 

It was only a hundred-to-one chance, but with his extra- 
ordinary flair it materialized. At the bo.x office, an acquaintance 
from New York was*in the process of returning one ticket for 
that evening’s peiforinance of Othello. A member of ho party 
had unexpectedly returned to Pans, he explained. The Ameri- 
can pocketed his prize with unconcealed glee and pri.cceded to 
the Hotel Goldencr Hirsch. 

“We won’t see the whole performance,” he told Mueller, 
“but at least we’ll see some part oi it. Meet me in the foyer 
during the first interval, .ind I'll hand you my ticket. 1 11 take 
in the first att, ymi take the second act, and we’ll repeat that 
routine so both of us can sliare tlic List act.” 

In this luiortliodox fashion they attenued the closing per- 
formance of Othello at S.Jzburg’s annual mysic festival. 
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“It sure had its funny side,” Getty said afterwards. “The 
couple next to me were astonished at findmg first one man and 
then another as their neighbour. And they raised their eyebrows 
still higher — for neither of us wore the expected dinner jacket.” 

The Dutchman fully enjoyed their unexpected detour, and 
his companion now prophesied: “There’ll be a stack of busi- 
ness mail waiting to catch up with me in Florence. I can never 
remain a member of the leisured classes for longer dian a 
couple of weeks.” 

Delighted with jJic old travel books Mueller had acquired 
for him at Kundig’s in Geneva, Getty — unpredictable as 
ever — ^now deplored losing one treasure he would like to have 
owned. “If only I’d gone to Scodand when I was invited !” he 
exclaimed woefully. “Now, that wonderful Burb secretaire is 
sold, and has disappeared.” 

Almost without exception, collectors share the same tend- 
ency, reflected the art dealer. Oflfer them a work of art, and no 
matter how great it is, dieir first reaction is to sliy like a 
frightened horse. But swcetai die bait by dangling the art 
object a trifle out of reach and dieir appetite is whetted. 

He was positive that his companion’s liabit of procrastinating 
was to blame. The normally placid Mueller was irritated. 
Adults — even adults of acknowledged scholarsliip — displayed 
a lack of intelligent thinking usually assiviatcd with in- 
experienced youth, and expected that money — and money 
alone — could buy anything and everything, irrespective of the 
human clement and all its puzzling hazards. 

. . . Luni, now known as Luna, was their first glimpse of an 
ancient town which — once Etruscan— later became Roman. 

Manoeuvring his heavy Cadillac, Cietty was reduced to 
crawling pace ui die narrow dirt-track lane where he was 
forced to follow an ox-cart for about a mile in order to reach 
Luna’s tiny and pijimitive museum. 
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The ruins of Luni’s amphitheatre proved to be the more 
impressive. However, none of the city walls remained to 
protect what had once been a flourishing little seaport before 
its destruction in tlie year ior6. The sea had now retreated 
ajid was over a mile distant. 

The immense marble quanics in tlie high peaks of the Apuan 
Alps were their next st(')p. Tliis marble, discovered by the 
ancient Romans in about loo b.c., was then known as Luni 
marble. In later times die nearby flourishing town of Carrara 
gave its name to the snow-white stone. 

Train loads of sawed blcKks of marble stood on the railway 
sidings— obviously intended for distant places via the neigh- 
bouring port. Advertisement posters announced an exhibition 
of marbles in the vicinity of Carrara. 

Althoegh -.iger to see it, the American decided to forgo this 
pleasure in order to reacli Pisa, and ultimately Florence, before 
nightfall. * 

“ The beauty of virgin-white Carrara is wasted on me,*’ he 
declared. “I prefer the warmer tones of Pentehc and Parian 
marbles.” 

. . . Pisa, on die Rjver Amo, unique with its city walls and 
famous monuments grouped in a solitary corner of irresistible 
tliarm ! • 

This city is known to the world tor its Campanile — its 
“Leaning Tower”. It is also famed as tlie biirhplace of 
astronomer CJalileo (lalilei and physicist Antonio Pascinotti — 
inventor of the electromagnetic ring. 

I Iistory books reconl that from the eleventh century Pisa 
was a powerful maritime republic whose rule extended 
through Sardinia, C^^rsica and the Baleaiic Islands. After the 
defeat of Meloria (August 6th, 12S4), mflicted by the Genoese 
fleet, she lost her suprciiRicy at sea and had to subject herselt 
to every overlord — including the Visconns, w^ho ceded her to 
Florence in 1405. 
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Romanesque architecture and tradition still persist in Pisa, 
where sculpture flourislied under the influence of Nicolas 
Pisano, precursor of the Renaissance, and his son, Giovanni 

After parking their car, tlie American and Mueller went 
to the Piazza del Duonio. It was there they found that solitary 
corner of irresistible charm — those monuments the Duomo, 
the Campanile, the Baptistry and the Camposanto. 

The art dealer exclaimed with pleasure at the sight of the 
Duomo’s magnificent bronze door, each panel of which is 
attributed to a difterent artist, one of whom was Giambologna. 
At once he produced a photograph of his client’s bronze 
door and, magnifying glass to eye, commenced a detailed 
comparison. 

Getty, amused, proceeded to die Campanile. 

... By virtue of its beauty and strange construction, this 
tower has become one of the wonders of the world. Bcgim in 
1173, its construction was well advanced when a slight land- 
slide caused it to lean to one side. It was completed in about 
1350 by Giovanni di Simone. A cylindrical marble tower, it 
has six rows of coloimadcs, each above the other. One can 
ascend its spiral staircase of two hundred and ninety-four 
steps to the terrace, and enjoy an unparalleled panorama. . . . 

Like the innumerable thousands who sea this “m.isterpiece 
in wliitc marble lace”, Getty speculated on the time when 
the settling of the foundations would menace the tower and 
make it dangerous to visit, standing as it did at such a 
precarious angle. 

After investigating the Duomo's interior, with its fine 
hanging bronze “Lamp of Galileo”, he found Mueller outside 
still comparing carved panels of the bronze door with those of 
the photograph. 

The art dealer made no comment on his findings, so Getty 
remained discreetly silent. He observed, however, that Mueller 
appeared to be disappointed. 
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Leaving Pisa, they detoured a few miles in order to visit tlic 
former home of one of Italy’s greatest composers, (iiacomo 
Puccini. 

, . . Puccini’s villa commanded an enchanting view of lake 
and surrounding hills. In a square facing the villa, a life-sizc3 
bronze statue of the composer, wearing hat and coat, stood in 
silent contemplation. 

This monument had once created much controversy. Many 
pronounced it to be merely a hunk of bronze, ungainly and 
inartistic, while others commended the .naturalness of its 
costume and pose. 

A caretaker showed them around the house with its precious 
souvenirs — theatre programmes, priceless manuscripts, and 
behind the conip».iser*s beloved piano the room which has now 
become a^crypt and chapel, where both Puccini and his wife 
lie in final repose. 

It was all rather beautiful; sentimentally it seemed right 
that diis brilliant composer should — in death as in life — share 
honours widi his piano. 

As they stood respectfully before an effigy of the composer 
wearing his deadi-mask, the Dutch art dealer said softly, 
“Puccini was doubly blessed, for, unlike many others, his 
talent was recognised and acclaimed during his lifetime/’ 

They reached Florence before nightfall and, as prophesied, 
a stack of mail and cablegrams had already preceded (Letts' s 
arrival at die I lotel hxc<'lsior. 


. , . Firenze-— Athens of the modem world. 

Getty inhaled deeply. “It’s tliirty years or more since 
1 was here and, if auythiftg, this beautiful city appears to i'*e 
more beautiful than ever/* 

That golden patina peculiar to her stonemasonry w.is still 
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as golden. But, unliappily, this magic city had suffered the 
tragedy that is war. 

There was evidence of considerable bomb damage. All but 
one of the fine old bridges across tire River Anio were blown 
up. Only the Ponte Vecchio remained. l')uring those eighteen 
days of bitter fighting, in August, 1944, when Florence became 
a battlefield, with Germans occupying the bairks of the Arno 
on one side and the Allies the other, tliis bridge had been 
blocked at cither end and consequently spared for posterity. 

One of die few covered bridges in existence, die Ponte 
Vecchio, an early fourteenth-century wooden structure, is 
curved as it spans the river, and, widi its roof of wood and 
glass, resembles an arcade. Lined widi quaint little sliops, it 
is mostly the jewellers, goldsmiths and silversmiths who 
ply their arristic wares and crafts along picturesque Ponte 
Vecchio. 

. . . Florence — or Firenze — once a small Etruscan town, 
became a Roman city and later a Guelph Commune, during 
which time she acquired great commercial renown and con- 
stantly fought for supremacy in Tuscany. In die fiftecndi 
century, when she passed into the dominion of the Medicis, 
die Renaissance burst forth in full flower there. 

Renaissance — the break with die Middle Ages and the 
discover)' of die classical world — ^w.is the beginning of modern 
history. It started in the fourteenth century and ended in the 
sixteenth. This period saw die invention of printing, the 
maruicr’s^^compass, gunpowder, the discovery of a new 
contment_^and the foundation of the Copermcan system of 
astronomy. 

The Renaissance was a development, not a revolutionary 
cataclysm. An intellectual and literary snowball, it was natur- 
ally affected by the temperature of political events. 

Florence enjoyed a unique artistiC splendour; she was at die 
heart of every revival of art. The Romanesque, die Gothic, 
the Renaissance .buildings : imposing monuments, paintings 
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and sculptures all bestowed upon this city an elegance and 
character ccniiparable only to Rome. . . . 

Ill a roomy studio overlooking the River Arno die Ameri- 
can examined some of Paolo Vaccarino’s recent work. 

The two men became acquainted when the sculptor visited 
New York to do a head of His Eminence Cardinal Spellman. 
CIctty had promised vaguely that whenever he was in Florence 
he might sit for a portrait-bust of himself. 

Now. discussing the merits of marble versus bronze, the 
sculptor said that he had not worked in marble for several 
years. Bronze was preferable because of its weight and was one- 
third the cost of marble. 

I le was anxious to make a portrait-bust of Getty, whom he 
considered a subject full of character, with a remarkably 
leonine head. Sitdngs, however, presented a problem. This 
visit to Florence, he was informed, was scheduled only as 
a brief interlude for reintroduction to its art galleries and 
museums. The ancient marbles in the r..nch museum were 
discovered mainly in die vicinity of Rome. Therefore Rome 
was an important objective and demanded most of whatever 
time could be spared from business. 

Impressed by the lirouze figures and heads in Vac'^arino’s 
studio, Getty was Uniipted, but hesitant. 

“(iive me exactly one week,’* the sculptor pleaded. ‘ it will 
mean concentrated sittings — I wain you. However we shall 
manage, somehow, in that short space of time.*’ 

“1 hope you won’t think me conceited,” the American told 
Mueller later, a trifle embarrassed, “but the truth is, in a weak 
moment I promised to provide a painting — or some altcinativc 
image of myself - for c.ich of my five sons. To date, I’ve been 
painted twice. I’m wondering if a bronze would be av^ceptable 
to my family? Also, if it turns out \sell, whether three copies 
can be made from the one clay. In tli.^. way I’d fulfil my 
obligation in one fell swoop. Which would purely please me. * 


N 
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“Personally, I prefer portraits-in-sciilpturc,“ said the art 
dealer. “They are less ephemeral than other types of portrai- 
airc. But then” — he shrugged his shoulders — “I deal in paint- 
ings, so bronzes and marbles arc my love. A soldier usually 
'^'ants to be a sailor — and vice versa*' 

A day or two later tlie sculptor invited them to lunch at a 
local trattoria, Sostanza. “It’s only a primitive little restaurant, 
but the food . . .” With all the eloquence of the Latin race his 
dark, flashing eyes completed liis unspoken eulogy. 

A long, narrow room in a narrow medieval street trattoria 
Sostanza was essentially Florentine. Its clientele ate seated 
around long wooden tables while Sostanza’s owner — who was 
also its chef — employed his skill at tlie fir end of the rocmi 
where, sectioned off, was a tiny kitchen. 

The two men left the choice of menu to their host, who was 
obviously an esteemed and regular patron. After this initiation, 
Sostanza became their accepted rendezvous in Florence. 

. . . Once again they found pleasure in Brunelleschi's 
Gothic-Florentine architecture. The fabulous sculptured works 
displayed m tlie Piazza della Signoria and the L(')ggia dci 
Lanzi, which form a unique comer auimated by figures of 
marble and bronze, wxrc an even greater .joy. 

Giambologna’s “The Rape of the Sabines” and Cxllini’s 
bronze masterpiece, “Perseus”, were, in (Jetty’s opinion, 
superior to all other statuary there, (iianibologna’s “Hercules 
and Nessus” was reminiscent of his own statue of 1 leraklcs. 

Close by, the great Neptune fountain by Animannati 
competed with an equestrian statue of CJosimo I by Giam- 
bologna. A copy of Michelangelo’s “David”, and the “Mar- 
zocco” — heraldic lion of Florence — a copy of Donatello’s 
original sculpture, invited discussion and comparison with 
their original versions. 

“In my opinion, tlic only fountain that equals the Neptune 


194 



All Roads Lead to Rome 


is die Trevi, in Rome,” Mueller said as he lovingly admired 
Ammaimati’s masterpiece. 

His companion stood in silent contemplation by the slab of 
stone in the centre of the Piazza: the stone which marked die 
spot where Savonarola was burned to death. 

. . . Whenever Getty was occupied sitting for his portrait- 
bust, Mueller explored the innumerable fountains of Florence 
in an ertort to discover any similarity to the monkey fountain 
ill the ranch courtyard. Familiar with die characteristics, 
structure and subject-niatUT of most fount^ns of renown, he 
searched for lesser-known monuments by both major and 
minor sciJptors. 

When he made enquiries, no one was able to do more than 
to ofier die opinion that a fountain decorated with bronze 
animals i^ould assuredly be attributed to Tacca or Giam- 
boh^gna. He saw two or three smaller foiuitaiiis adorned with 
animal motifs. But none anywhere bore die remotest resemb- 
lance to that tall marble pedestal with its three life-sized bronze 
nmnkcys seated around the base. . . . 

I'he I\ilazzo Pittfs unsurpassed variety of paintings had 
K'>rtunately not suftl-rtd any ctnisequences of war. 

“Nowhere else hi the world are there so many masterpieces 
of the Old Masters under one roof,“ the Dutch art dealer 
explained, “excepting, perhaps, in die Uffizi.” 

. . . The Galleria degli UfFizi actually holds the most im- 
portant collection of paintings of any museum in Florence, but 
specializes mainly in Italian works. It is presumably the richest 
Italian collection in the world. . . . 

The Bobcdi Gardens adjoining the courtyard ot Palazzo 
Pitti are typically ItaliaiT in style, and were designed by 
Tribolo in 1550. Sunken dower-beds and terraces predomin- 
ate. One of its distinctive features is a Ly*ge amphitheatre 
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whose central ornaments arc an ancient marble basin and an 
Egyptian obelisk. 

Each terrace is distinguished by some beautiful statue or a 
fountain, but, climbing as far as its uppermost terrace, ncitlicr 
Mueller nor the American saw anything witli which to 
tomparc his monkey foimtain at tlie nuich. 

“In one of several guide books on Florence I found reference 
to a ‘Fontana delle Scinunie’ in the Boboli Gardens,” tlie art 
dealer said emphatically. 

“We’ve seen their ‘Artichoke Fountain’, ‘Ncptimc Foun- 
tain’ and the ‘Statue of Abundance’, which I’ve just learned is 
ascribed to Giambologna and Tacca jointly. Everytliing that’s 
mentioned in the guide books seems to coincide,” commented 
Getty. 

“Except die ‘Fontana delle Scimmie’.” 

“You say tliis reference was made in one guide book but not 
in any of the others. Perhaps the ‘Fontana delle Scimmie’ h.»s 
been moved out of the Boboli?” 

After an hour and a half of exploring, this was their only 
feasible explanation. 

. . . News that an “imporunt American collector” \v.is 
visiting Florence spread through die arfc world grapevine, and 
Mueller volunteered to investigate .anything of possible interest 
while his companion w.is still partially occupied by daily visits 
to the sculptor’s studio. 

Getty exclaimed ruefully: “Had I realized what a tedious 
chore this would be I’d never have submitted to thc'se sittings ! 
Now. more than ever, I shall appreciate sculptures. Before 
the days of photography, when the only image obtainable was 
in marble or bronze, a portrait-bust was the obvious solution. 
Time was of little consequence and sittings were probably 
a social pastime. But for .myonc who is .active . . His faci.al 
expression spoke volumes. 

The Dutchmai^had seen Vaccarino at work, and, knowing 
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how restless and therefore difficult liis client might prove, was 
agreeably surprised at tlic results so quickly taking shape. The 
sculptor was getting a faitliful likeness in which tlic complex 
personality of his subject was apparent. Each feature showed its 
characteristic trait, and there was an overall feeling of 
sensitivity. 

Mueller hoped tliat die completed clay model would con- 
form widi Cletty's ideas — which were unequivocal. For die 
sculptor had indicated from the very commencement that a 
finished result was always his personal interpretation of a 
subject; never the subject’s idea of how he thought his 
portrait-bust ought to look. 

. . . Although the American evinced but little interest in his 
monkey f lUuLiii;, it was unquestionably Italian Renaissance in 
style. lie appreciated the l^utchman’s efforts to trace its origin, 
despite his own indifference, and understood the former’s 
disappointment v/lien T. Crowther & Son — from whom it 
was purchased — informed them that a written record relating 
to die marble monkey foimtain had once been in their posses- 
sion. During World War II their premises in London were 
blitzed, however, and all their business records destroyed. 

Wishing to be co-^iperative — and widi that thorcugliness 
which characterized his everyday approach to living - Cetty 
read the lUcUiy guide books to Florence, including those written 
in Italian. 

Mueller was right, he concluded. Even in Italian there was 
only one edition which made reference to a “Fontana delle 
Scimmie”. At a bookstore which boasted die most compre- 
hensive library in town, his further enquiries eliciied an 
assurance that the newest guide books were all considered 
reliable .and accurate in detail. 

‘‘Did we miss seeing aiiy parts ot the Boboli?” he asked rlie 
art dealer as diey studied an old map show ing the Palazzo Pitti 
and its gardens. An outer garden and a walk juiming die Icngdi 
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of the Boboli atop its furdicrmost terrace was charted “ll 
Giardino del Cavaliere”. 

... It was an uncomfortable climb for die Dutchman, widi 
his excessive poundage, and he perspired freely by the time 
dicy reached die uppermost terrace of the Boboli Gardem. 
The American moved widi such lithe ease diat Mueller 
envied him, 

A guardia brought them die large, old-fashioned key. Under- 
standing only Italian, CJetty spoke to him in his native language. 
The Dutchman gathered that the Giardino del Cavalicre was 
always kept locked, thus restricting sightseers beyond a certain 
terrace. 

The gnardiii unlocked the massive iron gate at die head of 
a steep flight of stone steps. 

“The Monkey Fountain!’' Mueller was jubilant, the 
American incredulous as Tacca’s “Fontana delle kciminie”, 
central ornament in the (iiardino del Cavaliere, was revealed 
upon opening the wrought-iron gate. 

“I knew it, my friend. 1 knew it!” Mueller was no longer 
the placid Dutchman — nor was he tired and perspiring, llis 
eyes blinked excitedly as he made comparison with a 
photograph of the ranch fountain. “This bowl seems identical, 
but the pedestal is ditferent. This pedestal, is shorter and has 
a smoother contour.” 

Cietty still seemed incredulous that an ornament he always 
regarded as unimportant should have as its companion a 
creation by Tacca, that great master of Renaissance sculpture. 

It was one of those pregnant moments in the life of a 
collector which brings the imagination into full play and 
evokes a variety of thoughts. Was this fountiin the original 
one, and his own the copy? Or had the artist created two 
versions of this unique design? Or h.fd some unknown sculptor 
been inspired by Tacca’s monkey fountain to create a facsimile? 
Or vice vtrsa^ 
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Arousing himself from tliis reverie, the American used his 
pocket-sized magnifying glass to scrutinize the bronze monkeys 
seated around the base of the pedestal. In exact replica to his 
own fountain, all three sat— feet dangling, grouped and evenly 
spaced — staring solemnly out at the world. 

“There’s a dift'erence,” he announced finally. “Thesf 
monkeys have hairy coats and arc tailless. Mine have smooth 
coats and long tails. These are apes; mine arc monkeys. More- 
over, the artistic quality of the apes is much superior to that of 
the monkeys. iTom all appearances my fountain must be a 
free copy of Tacca’s masterpiece.” 

“I’m not too sure,” declared the Dutclmian stnbboriily. 
“Perhaps Tacca created two similar works. Or possibly 
(hambolc'igna made another version ‘after Tacca’. We know 
that many oi t.iiamlx)logna’s works are missing from Italy.” 

“You’re an incurable optimist, Mueller.” 

“An art dealer has to be,” came the prompt rcti>rt. 

The small camera they earned with them proved useless 
now. 'l\w <jtiardiiu lu a stream of excited Iiahan, pnuested that 
It was prohibited to ph(^tograph any of the statuary. He would 
lose his job, he said. The Sis^twn must please excuse and under- 
stand— the Sopriiiufctidcuti made these rogulatuins. He deplored 
the SopriiititaulaUi who enforced such laws — the must 

please excuse . . . i le clanged his bunch ot keys sigiiif aiitly, 
anxious no doubt to return to his little vtUifiu below the terraces. 

“I’ll cable home and ask for some pictures of the monkeys 
to be sent here for expertize- -just to convince you, Mueller.” 

“We shall also need photographs of Tacca’s fountain — in 
order to make comparisons.” the Dutchman announced. 

I le stuck to his former interpretation of the “Fontana delle 
Scimmic” --namely, that these monkeys fashioned in bronze, 
who sat staring out so solemnly at the world, were the sacred 
Monkey gods, Thoth, Mnen and Khensu. 

. . . Thoth, scribe t^f the (K)ds, busily recorded all that went 
on around him. Clod of intelligence, he w^s ever inquisitive. 
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Weirdly, some record evai divinely, Thoth parodied die ways 
of man. Amen, god of creadon, was sacred as a guardian of 
women and children. Khensu, the lunar god, marked the 
flight of rime. With the coming of the dawn their jubilant 
cries echoed round the world. . . . 

* Whether sculptured in a distant generation or in the present 
day, the dircc monkeys, impervious to rime, sat — inscrutable 
— hearing everything, seeing everytliing, and saying nothing. 

The American’s voluminous mail brought information 
wholly unexpected: Spink’s offered, subject to certain con- 
ditions, “fragments of fburdi- and fifth-century Check 
sculptures, parts of a relief or frieze, from die art collection of 
Lord Elgin in Scotland.” 

“Yes,” Getty answered Mueller’s question. “They are part 
of the Elgin Marbles not in the British Museum.” 

. . . The celebrated Athenian Parthenon frieze, winch cost 
Lord Elgin seventy diousand pounds and whit h he sold to the 
British Museum for thirty-direc diousand pounds after long 
and complicated negotiations, was a major issue of its time. 
When it w'as ultimately decided. Lord Elgin retained some few' 
Greek fragments and other sculptureti works for his own 
private collection. 

The late Lord Duveen donated — and initially sponsored - a 
room in the British Museum in which to display these historic 
marble antiquities. This is now known .os the “Elgin Marbles” 
room. . . . 

“Here arc photographs of each of the three pieces,” said 
(jetty, excitement mounting. 

They studied the reproductions, and exclaimed in admiration 
of the magnificent line and symmetry which puts Greek 
sculpture beyond all other. 

“It’s a thrill jus( to have these offered me.” 
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Never had the Dutchman seen his companion so elated as 
he declared: 

“YouVe surely my good luck piece, Mueller — as we say in 
the States! Tve waited many ycais for fourdi- or fifth-century 
Gicek sculpture. Tlus is a momentous opportunity.’’ 

The descriptions accompanying the photographs read: 

MiciiAtns, Supplement in Jotmial of llelletuc Studies, 
Volume V, 1S84. 

P. ije. No. 11 

LARGl SfPOKlIRAl RIIIU ()! IHIOClNIS, NIKODIMOS \ND 
MKOMUHL 

Itt the beautiful hiifh relief Ktyle of the fotttth atirury 

The head of the two females (damaged) eiitirelv detached 
from the grotuid. To tJie light, Nikomache draped as usual, 
unveile'd, is sitting to die left, and gi\es her hand to the 
beautifiil 1 lieogemis standing opposite hei, and draped in the 
same way; hei left hand grasps a corner of die cloak ne'ar 
her breast. In the background between the two female's, the 
beaided Nikodemos stands tull taee, Ins breast not covered 
bv the mantle, which falls down tioin Ins left shoulder .'uid 
covers his legs. IIis right arm is crossed befoie his stomach, 
four fingers of Ins Wt hand appear, awkwardK at^j hed to 
the left upper auii, tlicv hold an albaston whieli ham n fiom 
the strip of leather, llu lowei pair of the figures, fiom 
beneath the knees, is wanting. Iwo anta suppoit an e\- 
tremel) low' audiitiave, with an ccjuallv lt>w pediment; on 
the small cornice winch sepaiates them aie tiaecs of a 
painted kymation. On the arelntiave ilie names niii\n and 
NiKOAliMOii CONYANO (the omissum of the final ^ indicates 
the first part of the fouith century); at the right end of the 
architrave', the place being wanting foi the name e'^t the sitting 
female, it was WTittcA in smalleT k'^eis on the ho^.- 
zenital gcisoii of the pediment: nikomaxh. 

41 tn. \ tfu 
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P. 148. No. 6 


SEPULCHRAL STELE OE iMYTTION 

The top is entirely plain: it forms a triangle of rather high 
proportions. Along the two sloping edges, faint traces of a 
painted kyniation arc visible; but what is more remarkable, 
on the horizontal stripe which runs just above die field of the 
rehef is clearly preserved an inscription, the letters of which 
arc not as usually incised, but were painted, and still show a 
clear smooth surface, easily distingiiishablc from the sur- 
rounding ground which, not having been protected by the 
colour, is entfrcly corroded. The letters are myttion 
(distinctly thus, not myttlon). Before the m there is a rough 
spot, but no letter seems to have perished. The name, hither- 
to unknown, is rather an equivocal one — comp. Hesych. 
Muttos’ Evveos Kai to Yuvokeiov — painted inscriptions on 
tombstones are not unlieard of (comp. Ross, Arch. Aufs. 

P* 43) — hut rarely do wc meet with an example so well 
preserved as mytiion. From this malogy I have little doubt 
that a number of sepulchral reliefs w^hich today appear to be 
uiiinscribed, once bore inscriptions in painted letters. The 
middle part of the. stele contains the fiat relief, without any 
border at the sides. A girl is represewted, with short curly 
hair, w'alking to die right in a very uncoinmon dress. Over 
a long ungirdled chiton, she w'ears a stiff and plain Jacket of 
cafton wliich goes down to her knees, with long sleeves, 
exactly like those wnrn today by the Albanian w'omcn. I ler 
right hand, with outstretched index, liangs dowTi; At the 
lower extremity of die field arc some traces of red colour. 
The lowest part of the stele is but roughly w^orked, because 
it was meant to be covered by die ground. The stele, wTth 
its very simple shape (comp. No. 16) and the modest 
treatment of the relief, seems 8o belong to the fourth 
century. 
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P. 145. No, 2 

FRAGMJiNT OF ARCHAIC FEMALE FIGURE 

Apparently part of a relief, though notliing of the back- 
ground has been preserved. The sculpture, the real archaic 
character of which caiuiot be doubted, shows a drapc(J 
female of very broad proportions, from tlic neck down to 
the knees. She presents herself in full face and rests on the 
left leg, around which the chiton forms stiff perpendicular 
folds; the right leg is a little advanced and a portion of 
chiton was lifted up and grasped by the right hand, according 
to a scheme of composition very favourite in archaic art. 
The upper part of the cliiton falls down to the waist, forming 
a stiti mass, almost widumt folds, in which die bosom is but 
very slig^'^dv marked. 

The marble is certainly not Pentclic, but rather Parian, 
though Ki little greyish in colour and of a somewhat large 
grain. 

JO in. ^ Jj tn. 


Without delay, die American sent a cable, and subject to 
an export permit being secured, these three precious fragments 
of fourth- ;uid fitth-c'^ntury Greek sculpture would end their 
travels in the randb museum. 

“There’s another Check marble in England Td very much 
like to acquire,” Grcttv told Mueller. “Tlic ‘PetwoiJi Head’. 
Hut I’m told the family who own it are most unlikely to sell. 
Assuming they ever changed dieir minds, Ferrer said the 
British Museum might claim preference and prohibit its 
export.” 

“How .about a Greek marble ch,ur?” 

“There are only two Athenian marble thrones, or chairs, 
diat 1 know of. Both are ih Scotland. Th«' more important one 
is at the Earl of Elgin’s castle at Broomliall. The odicr is at 
Biel, East Lothian, and belongs to Colonel, Nisbet Hamilton 
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Grant. Both are fully described in Micliaelis. Tve never had tlic 
pleasure of seeing citlier one, and don’t believe there’s any 
chance of citlier ever becoming available.” 

“You didn’t diink any of die Elgin Marbles might ever 
become available,” Mueller pointed out. “But with your 
lucky flair . . He shook his head in emphasis and left the 
sentence an unfinished diought. 

. . . Sculpture as an art reached maturity earlier than paint- 
ing. But in ancient Egypt its development was retarded by 
restrictions imposed by religious and social usage: it was 
extremely primitive. A group of masterpieces produced under 
the Middle Kingdom — 1700 b.c. approximately — followed a 
time of political unrest. Anodier revival under die New 
Empire, 1690-1580 b.c. approximately, stressed colossal self- 
portraits. 

In Greece, under Mesopotamian and Egyptian influence, 
a graceful and charming type of sculpture developed at 
Mycenae, home of “The Lion Gate” and the “ Vaphio Chips”. 

The foundations of Cireek art were laid in about 1400 b.c. 
(Earlier manifestations were in Ionia and were mingled 
with Oriental influences.) Eventually the art of sculpture 
evolved to the great “Apollo” and a growing skill in handling 
nudes and human roundness. From the priuiitive, a tolerably 
naturalistic treatment developed. A prime example is the 
“Apollo of Piombino” in die Ix>uvre. 

The important period of C»rcck art was typified by Myron, 
in the first half of the fifth century. I iis power of handling die 
human figure in action is unsurpassed. One of his finest 
examples is the “Discobolus”. Pheidias, however, became 
the master of all fifth-century Cireek sculptors. His was the 
powerful personality behind the sculpture of the Parthenon in 
Athens; aldiougn none of its actual work was ever publicly 
attributed to liim. 

Renaissance sculpture centred mostly in Florence, Gliiberti 
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retained many (k)thic characteristics; Donatello combined 
truly classic treatment witli Gothic realism. A prime example is 
his “Singing Gallery’* in the Florence Cathedral. 

Lucia Della Robbia, best known for his glazed terra-cotta 
figures, had produced a companion “Singing Gallery”, but )»• 
was less vigonnis, although full of grace and charm. 

CJiovanni da Bologna prepared the way for Baroque 
sculpture of the seventeenth century. Bernini became its most 
brilliant exponent. His superb technical accomplishment, 
serving an art both extravagantly dramatic and emotional, 
aimed at the pictorial rather than sculptiual oiialities. . . . 

The Baptistery iii Morence is famed for its three bronze 
doors. The two men observed that these had recently been 
cleaned and rcjtcircd to their original golden patina. 

The st^uth door is ascribed to Andrea Pi^^ano, the north 
door ti) Ghiberti, and the east door is considered Ghiberti's 
masterpiece. Each of its ten panels represents a story from 
the Bible. From the top downwards are: ‘The Creation 
of Adam and Eve and Original Sin” . . . “Cain and Abel” 

. . . “ rhe Sacrifice and the Drunkenness of Noah” . . . “The 
Angels Appearing to Abraham and the Sacrifice I'f Isaac” . . . 
“Esau and Jacob” . . • “joseph Sold and Recognized by liis 
Brethren” . . . “Moses Receiving the Tablets of Ston upon 
Mount Sinai” . . . “The Fall of Jericho” . . . “The Battle 
against the Philistines” . . . and “Solomon Receiving the 
Queen of Sheba”. 

The Baptistery dome, faced with wonderful mosaics, 
similarly depicts stories fiom both the Old and New Testa- 
ments of the Bible, 

Their guide bv>ok contained information that, according 
to legend, Michelangelo, upon first sight ol the great east 
door, exclaimed that thfi; assuredly must be the entrance 
to Paradise, since no entrance could be more wondrous or 
beautiful. 
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“So tliat’s why it’s called ‘The Door of Paradise’,” com- 
mented Getty. 

The art dealer found tliis masterpiece beyond his descriptive 
powers; imagination and craftsmanship siicJi as this defied 
description. 

^ “Don’t use it as a yardstick for die ranch specimen,” his 
companion warned. “I have a hunch that my bronze door is, 
luilxappily, only a nmeteenth-century copy.” 

. . . Like collectors the world over, Cietty had lieard im- 
probable stories of Old Masters coming to light. And, like 
collectors the world over, he discounted them as colourful 
fabrications. 

At one of the largest galleries in fdorence however, he heard 
one of these improbable stories verified. The head of this, one 
of the oldest firms of art dealers in Italy, once bought seveial 
paintings from the late Lord Duveeii, for it was a practised 
policy for dealers to sell to each other. One canvas taught his 
skilled and highly perceptive eye. 

Despite some ridicule from his family, who declared that 
were this painting die masterpiece tlicir father imagined it to 
be, Duveen would certainly never have sold it to him, he had 
the canvas photographed by X-rays. • Underneath the top 
layers of paint another picture was discovert^d. When these top 
layers of paint were removed a work by Ik)tticelli was revealed. 

“Duveen must have been fit to be tied,” exclaimed (ietty, 
who had listened to the story intently. “Imagine — Duveen ot 
all people losing a Botticelli !” 

The young Florentine art dealer laughed. 

“My father i^ fond of telling that story and says Lord 
Duveen took it in good part. Old paintings are always a 
gamble. In those days artists w^ere too poor to buy canvases nr 
wood. Unless they recognized a Master's work, they would 
simply paint over a picture —any picture they coiiUl lay their 
hands on.” 
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The gallery had no (Jreek sculptures to offer. There were, 
however, several fine paintings among their large and varied 
collection of works of art. 

A picture entitled “The Satyr and the Woman” by Bronzino 
Licked appeal for Getty only by virtue of its subject-matter. 
“The Rape of the Sabines” by the Sienese Master, ll Pacchia* 
was more appealing — reminiscent of his favourite sculpture in 
the Loggia della Signoria. 

Unique for him was a painted panel of Boucher’s tapestry, 
‘Ta Toilette de Psyche”. 

This painted vetsion, he wms informed, w<'mld fctcli about 
three hundred tliousand lire, whereas its woven count^-ipart — 
as he WMS awaie was valued at fifty times that figure. 

A portrait displayed on an easel attracted him. It proved to 
be Cariani^ lire (Icntlcinau with a Sw^^rd”, at one time 
attributed to (Iii>rgionc. 

“We ha\e recently acquired two impoitant works wdiich I 
would like to show' te'j you,” said the dealer. “One is a portrait 
by Bartolomeo Veneto; the <>ther is a t*iNSone panel of the 
Sclmol of Paolo Uccello. I hey should arrive at our gallery 
in a da\ oi so.“ 

'fhat evening the IJutch ait dealer said to his companion 
thoughtfully: “lit’ ranch museum is enviable in Pi ouch 
furnituie, tapestries, carpets and chandeliers. The classical 
set non is gaining in importance. You have \er\ fine ^aintings 
of the Dutch and Iiighsh Sclu>ols. Yet ol the Italian School 
there is only the ‘Madonna of I oreto’. And. it I lecall ^.oircctly, 
one Primitive.” 

“And so . . (ietiy piukcd up Ins ears. 

“A comprehensive colieciion needs svMiiethiiig of every- 
thing. A few' Italian works will help to nnind out \our collec- 
tion. The ranch museum i<^unevcnl\ b.ilaiv ed. Obseiving tl'*e 
expression on the American’s taco -reminiscent ot dieir 
former discourses on paintings — Mueller bijike inti> a broad 
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smile. “A great painting isn’t necessarily the work of a great 
master, Mr. Getty. Great masters did not create masterpieces 
every time they put their brush to wood or canvas. As an 
illustration, the painting we saw and liked today, by Cariani, 
was once attributed to Giorgione. Commercially, a Ciiorgione 
•is worth untold sums of money, w^iile a CaricUii has a more or 
less ceiling-price value. Yet . . The Dutchman’s eyes began 
to blink rapidly as he aired his views and argued his point. 

I lis companion gave litde indication of any personal reaction 
until the following afternoon, when he abruptly suggested: 
“Let us take another look at tlie ‘Gentleman with a Sword’.” 

As they stood, admiring the sensitivity of this work, neither 
man could call to mind any other painting w'hose subject 
wore a vivid red beard. And thus Cariaiii’s excellent portrait 
helped to form die nucleus of Italian paintings at the ranch 
museum. 

. . . Giovanni Busi — knowm as Cariani — spent the greater 
part of his life in Venice. His paintings date from 1514 to 1541. 

Many of liis works were formerly attributed to Bellini, 
Giorgione, and Paln;a Vccchio — among others — until careful 
and extensive research brought to lighutheir true creator. 

A painting which hangs in the Louvre, li?rmerly attributed 
to CJentile Bellini, is now considered by art authorities Crowx 
and Cavalcaselle as being the work of Cariani, 

In Bergamo, the frescoes in the Palace of Podesta, those in 
the (Church of Santa Maria Maggiore and in the Piazza Nuova 
are all attributed to Cariani. 

Listed by Venturi in his book, Storia deW Arte Italuma, the 
“Gentleman with a Sword” is said to have that same gentle 
rounding typical of ("ariani’s modelling and soft colouring, 
which diffuses light upon the face cpf the unknown gentleman 
and the pommel of his gold sword-hilt. 

Indexed in 1 %* Venetian Painters, by Bernard Berenson, 
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Cariaiii, circa 1480-1544, is noted as being the pupil of Giovanni 
Bellini and of Palma, and influenced by CJiorgione, and 
Carpaccio. 

Formerly in the Robert Benson Collection, this painting 
went to Lord Duveen and later to Count Foresto of Milano. 

Among other exhibitions, it was displayed at the New 
Gallery in L4')ndon in 1894, at the Royal Academy in 1896 and 
at the Arts Club in 1914. . . . 

Influenced by the Dutch art dealer's logic, the American toyed 
with the idea of also adding Bronzino’s “little Prince” to his 
Italian works. A return visit to the gallery, decided him, how- 
ever, in favour of ll Pacchia’s “Rape of the Sabines”. 

Il Pacchia— born Girolamo del Paccliia in Siena on January 
4tli, 1477 not an artist with whom Getty was familiar. 
But he found that E, Benezit’s Dictiomiaire dcs Peintres et 
Sctdptvurs ^providcA some data. 

. . . Pacchia worked in Florence during die fifteenth century. 
He went to Rome in the year 1500. Some time later he 
executed an altar painting tor the monastery of Pontignano, 
a piece which has since been destroyed. 

After he returned to his native Siena in 1508, his works 
were numerous. , Among odiers, his three frescoes in San 
Bernardino, and the three paintings of S lint Catherine, in the 
Oratory named after her, brought forth compar’sons with 
Raphael. 

Pacchiarotti, with whom Paccliia collaborated a great deal, 
had the unfortunate idea of persuading Iiim to join tlic 
dangerous “club of Bardotti”, which W'as dispersed in 1535. 

Thereupon the tw’o painters left for France and entered the 
service of the King, for whom they painted at the Chateau of 
Gaillon. 

Cited by Coma in liis Dizionmrio aula Storia deW Arte in 
Italia, King Francis I of France commandeci Pacchia to paint 
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at Foiitaincbicu because he considered that his works expressed 
nobility, grace and sentiment. 

Bernard Berenson, in his Paintings witlwnt Homes; Fifteenth- 
century Sienese Painting, wrote: “Under the guidance of Fra 
Bartolomeo, Paccliia learned enough of the new ‘chiaroscuro’ 
to paint decorations such as the cassonc of the ‘Rape of the 
Sabines’ that is still in search of a permanent home.’’ 

Prior to 1927 this picture was in the famous Achillito Chiesa 
Collection, upon which eloquent praise has always been 
bestowed by famous art experts, critics and otliers. All Italian 
paintings of the Primitive and Renaissance periods in this 
collection were aifthenticated by tlic late Giacomo di Nicola, 
who at that time was a Director of the Bargcllo Museum 
in Florence. . . . 

With the nucleus of a section, “Representative Works of 
the Italian School by Representative Masters’’, now cst,ib- 
Ushed, the American was anxious to locate further paintings of 
similar quality. 

“My intention tliis trip was to secure ancient marbles — and 
only ancient marbles. Yet here you have me dabbling hi Italian 
works of art, and getting more and more involved in the 
fascinaring Italian school of painting. .You’ve certainly in- 
fluenced my thinking, Mueller.’’ 

The Dutchman was uncertain whether to regard tliis as 
resentment of liis influence or as a compliment to himself. 
“No one who loves art to the extent of making a collection 
ever stops looking for fine works, consciously or subcon- 
sciously,’’ he said. “And no one, Mr. Getty, realizes better 
than you do yourself tliat anything you have bought, and are 
buying, will net a profit any time you care to sell.” 

“Such is never my intention, Mueller. I admit that I have 
disposed of one or two things — tilings I’ve acquired and later 
decided were not suitable for my collection. But diat is past 
history. These dayj, thanks to you. I’m more discriminating. It’s 
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good to know you still categorize me as ‘a lucky buyer’, though/’ 

Next day, the Dutchman followed a lead to a picture 
authenticated as being by Botticelli. Afterwards he told his 
client in disgust: “How any responsible person could authenti- 
cate that painting as a Botticelli is beyond me! Yet it has been 
so authenticated, and by a reliable source. At best it’s a studi<? 
piece ... if that.” 

An invitation to a villa, outstanding as a classic example of 
the Medici, was an opportunity not to be missed. Their 
Florentine hosts, the genial Bellini family, welcomed them 
with a spontaneous warmth, and Uved up to their ’•eputation 
for gracious hospitality. 

Their magnificent villa situated on the summit of a hill at 
Marignolic, a few miles outside Florence, was built in the year 
1300. In t|ic 1500’s, by order of Cosimo dci Medici, it was 
restored and reconstructed by the renowned Florentine 
architect, Buontalenti. 

At various times in its history the villa was occupied by the 
families of Medici, Rodolfi and Capponi. The Capponi arms 
and crest are embossed over its immense entrance doors. 

The villa is iiovsr a “Monumento Nazionalc” and, but for 
electric lighting, some central heating and additional bat lirooms, 
it has remained unchanged since the days of the ^*cdlcis. 

I le could not remember a more delightful luncheon or such 
luiique surroundings, Getty told his hosts as, below them, in 
Florence, the Baptistery dome and (Jiotto’s Campanile with its 
green, pink and white marble facade gleamed in the midday sun. 

. . . Further expertize on “The Madonna of Loreto” classified 
this work as being an early copy — moreover not one of the 
best — of die famous missing Raphael. 

“I told you I couldn’t btf that lucky,” the American said w ith 
a wrv smile when he conveved the news to Mueller. In com- 
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pcnsatioii, tlu* high authority who oflcfcd tins opinion 
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autlicuticatcd ("tctty's Italuii Primitive of imchssificd origin 
as the work of an early Sienese master, Clirolanio lii lien- 
vcniiro. . . . 

Several clues to representative works of early ltali*ui masters 
proved fniicless, leading only to second- and third-rate 
pictures of no importance. 

“Most of our great paintings other than those in our 
national museums and galleries have long since left Italy/’ one 
dealer bitterly announced. “Tlianks to the late Lord Duveen’s 
salesmanship, and the expert judgment of your Bernard Bercn- 
son, many of the finest Italian paintings are now in America.” 

Like most peo'plc who ktiew the art world, they were 
familiar with die name Bernard Berenson. This famed 
American, now an octogenarian, has lived in Italy since 
graduating from Harvard University in his c;u:ly twenties. He 
has long been acknowledged as the foremost authority in 
the world on Italian art of die Renaissance period. 

Getty maintained diat Berenson, more than anyone else, 
made Europe conscious that his fell<nv nationals could not all 
be classified as lacking in good taste, without culture, and 
devoted exclusively to the worship and pursuit of the almighty 
dollar. For Bernard 'Berenson was the living antitJiesis of any 
such idea. From America he had brought his contribution of a 
remarkable taste and high intellect to Europe# Both the Old and 
New Worlds benefited in consequence. 

Through Berenson’s long lifetime of intensive study and 
extensive research throughout Europe, parts of Asia Minor and 
Asia, America — as elsewhere — became increasingly aware of 
and informed on the Renaissance chapter in both art and 
history. His books on art and artists of this period have bcc<nne 
the bibles of art students. Museums all over the world seek his 
counsel. He has gained renown as a sage of nimble writ, and 
carved for himself an enviable nichi^ in literature. 

(ietty, who worshipped at the shrine of scholarship, dis- 
closed a long-dcssired Ijope of meeting this esteemed and 
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legendary figure, familiar in die illustrious world of arts and 
letters as B.B. 

“Yes, Mr. Bcrensori still lives in Italy -—just outside Florence, 
at Settignano. He’s lived in liis beautiful villa / Tatti for over 
Haifa century,” the American was told. 

... A return visit to the BargclLi and to the Palazzo Uffizi 
was, both men decided, a rich reward for venturing out of 
doors in a strong wind that was gaining in velocity. 

“It’s abated some,” declared (ietty. “During the night it 
sounded like a tornado. Didn’t you hear the wind howling 
round our hotel? It had me scared for a while. It \vz • so fierce 
that 1 thought the Excelsior was going to be blown down.” 

The Dutchman rather sheepishly admitted to being one of 
those fortunate people who had even slept through the din and 
explosion ^f nerve shattering air-raids. 

Titian’s “Venro”, considered to he one of the finest pictures 
in the w'orld, was of unforgettable beauty. 

“'rhe last time I saw this was in 1913, Mueller. It’s one of 
the few paintings that I remember from my youth. To sec it 
is still an inspiration.” 

There wxre several excellent Roman copies of Greek 
originals in die sculpture gallery; die two which inij rcssed 
them most were “A Scythian Whetting I lis Knife” and “The 
Wrestlers”. In Greek works of they judged possibly die second 
or third century b.c., there was a magnificent life-like “Wild 
Boar” and a “Venus and Satyr”. 

“I think these are equal to die statuary in the Arclixological 
Museum,” the Americiui said. (Flic Archxological Museum 
boasted a notable collection of Etruscan, Greek and Roman 
antiquities. Among the ancient marbles they had seen and 
admired were the “Idolifto” and the ‘Tdiimera” — bodi out- 
standing Roman copies of Cireek originals.) 

Much as the art dealer enjoyed being among his beloved 
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sculptures, he found the dank, musty, stone interior of a 
centuries-old Palazzo uncomfortable — even physically dis- 
tressing when there for any length of time. On tlic contrary 
Getty never appeared affected, or felt chilled. He would stand 
around for half an hour at a time studying any work of art 
Which attracted him. 

The dank coldness in the Uffizi was penetrating, and Mueller 
sidled away from the magnificent Greek “Wild Boar”, wliich 
had an immense fascination for his companion who was 
examining it in detail. 

The Dutchman urged the American to go .along for his 
final sitting to the sculptor. 

The wind wliipped angrily around dicm .as they walked 
along a narrow medieval street cutting through to Via Toma- 
buoni — the most clcg.mt thoroughfare of Florence — and drove 
them into Doncy’s well-known tea and pastry shop, where 
even the American appreciated the temponiry respite of a 
bright interior and some hot tea. 

The sitting at Vaccarino’s studio was brief, nu>rc in the 
nature of a final check-up. 

Standing at a distance, the Dutch art dealer contemplated 
the finished clay. The likeness was uneamiy. Not flattering, 
but natural, the portrait incorporated Getty’s best and worst 
features as interpreted by the sculptor. An interesting and vital 
study, it stressed character. 

In reply to Mueller’s comment, Vaccarino said bluntly: 

“No bnc could call Mr. Getty a tractable sitter. We man- 
aged however. And, as you see, my work is completed 
according to our arrangement. No,” he waved aside his 
sitter’s protest, “I have not made your nose too large. Features 
are alw.iys more pronounced in clay and refined doy^'u to 
proportion when cast in bronze. I aKow for these adjustments 
in my measurements. Likewise in the diickncss of neck, which 
also seems to woiry you.” 
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. . . Restaurant Biica Lapi was a “must” before leaving 
Florence, Getty was told, so to Buca Lapi they went. 

Entrance to this basement restaurant was tlirough its kitchen, 
wliich sparkled with shining copper pots and pans. And 
there, if one so desired, one could choose the cut of meat for 
cooking. 

“This is where I guarantee you a real American steak,” said 
the sculptor, piloting the visitors to a table. 

Travel posters of brilliant hue plastered over ceiling and 
walls made an cfFective deror. In imagination one could travel 
the world while eating at Buca Lapi. The Mu^ica — that 
inevitable ensemble in Italy — wandered areJund and between 
the tables, singing and playing the accordion. Solo, duo or trio, 
irrespective c^f a restaurant’s size or capacity, there was always 
the Altiuca. 

A vendor of frutta di mare went from table to table offering 
his appetizing tray of wares — oysters, clams and sca-dates. 

Buca Lapi kept its promise of real American steaks, and with 
the dessert course the sculptor relayed some news. 

Beriurd Berciison, the celebrated art authority, historian and 
author, had, thnnigh a mutual friend, extended them an invita- 
tion to tea at his villa I Tatti, presuming that they wimld still 
be in Florence on thc»Tuesday following. 

“You bet w<ill be here,” Getty declared witli*> it any 
hesitation. “Tins is a pleasure and a privilege. Of course wc’ll 
extend our stay ! I wouldn’t miss an opportunity of meeting 
Mr. Berenson for worlds.” 

The intervening week-end was spent in attending to 
correspondence and preparing for their departure for Rome on 
the following Wednesday. 

In an luuisually expaiisive mood, the American said: “You 
must certainly visit GreeVe widi me, Mueller. I enjoy y nir 
company very much indeed. Of course, i d prefer to make die 
trip like some of my acquaintances do — by yacht. I really enjoy 
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yachting, but seldom get enough time for sucli pleasures.” 

He had owned a large yacht for a number of years, Mueller 
now learned. The boar, however, spent nine-tcntlis of its life 
at .anchor, so he had disposed of it. 

“It w.as fun wliile it lasted,” said Cictty reminiscently, “and 
gave me a hoiu fide excuse to take a navigation course. I never 
was able to take full advantage of having a boat, though. What 
a joy it would be to s.iil — ^leisurely — to Pirxus, .and later take 
in some of the Greek islands. I’m told they’re beautiful. Well, 
who knows? Perhaps some day, when my responsibilities 
lessen. Right now, as 1 get older, they seem to increase. Things 
just don’t work Out the way we would have them work out. 
Mueller. Even with the greatest of resources at one’s disposal.” 
Then, as though he had been indiscreet, he lapsed into a 
preoccupied silence. 

. . . Bernard Berenson h.as in his writings referred to his 
villa I Tatti as “My paradise of a house”. The American and 
liis two companions felt they could readily endorse the 
description. 

Tliis lovely home on a sheltered Tuscan liillside stood in 
acres of grounds which in themselves were a work of art. 

A scries of terraces adonicd by discriminately chosen statuary 
sloped down to a lemon house. “F.very Tuscan villa bo.-ists its 
lemon house,” the visitors were informed. 

Rose gardens svith tliick box hedges led to the more informal 
gardens below. At the far side of the hi>usc a wide avenue of 
tall cypress trees ran the length of the landscaped grounds — and 
beyond — to where more frees, lush and vcrd.ant with leafage 
and a multitudf of flowers, grew in forest-like profusion. 

A crystal stream flowed serenely toward a hly pond. Shel- 
tered nooks and arbours .appeared with die unexpected offer 
of a seat — ssuiictimcs beside a statue or a fountain— from 
whence yet anodier enchanting view unfolded. 

And beyond d»c grounds, among olivc-pluiiicd hills some 
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of whose distant peaks were still suow-crcstcd, nestled Florence, 
so often declared ‘The flower of cities”. 


Cictty had heard many descriptions f>f the villa at Settignano 
and its lovely gardens. Looking arom)d him now, he realized 
that none had been exaggerated. “This gentle Tuscan land- 
scape ... it seems too perfect to be real. It’s like looking at a 
wonderfully realistic painting!” he exclaimed. 

“For a man like Mr. Berensou — who has long been a disciple 
of beauty — this is the perfect setting I mvMsatrcd.” Mueller 
spoke with evident satisfaction. 

The sculptor drew' a breath of silent appreciation. 

Their guide, a young woman librarian at I Tatti, told them 
that Beiiuira JLJerenson — to whom she alluded aflectionately 
by his initials — w’alked every day, in rain or shine, either in the 
hills surrounding his estate or in his i>wn extemive grounds. 
The avenue of tall cypres^^es was one of his greak'st jo\s: 
planted as saplings some fifty years ago, the art historian 
had WMtehed his trees grow' witli alnu^st paurual atfectiem. 
“B.B. finds, and aKvays has found. iiiiKh of his inspiration in 
these gardens,” iheir guide cimeluded. “Sunsets are inereJibly 
lovely here. B.B. seldom misses sceiiur the sunset^ or the 
sunrises. Yes.” S^e lUHlded m reply to Mueller’s C( M.meut. 
“It is true, he is a notoriously early risei.” 

The interior of this graeious dwelling likewise fulfilled all 
and every expectation. Its (eniiaiu^ hall), wide, cool 

and spacious, ran the length of the house from front to hack. 
Upon entering, the fust object to attiaci the Msitor’s attention 
was a large black cat. Of bron/e, it sat realistically on a Vene- 
tian chest set against the wall. Later, CJelty accjuircd a similar 
objet d\m for the ranch museum. 

“He — or it might be she — is Fgyptian of the Twenty-thud 
Dynasty, in sonuwvhere about 700 B,(\, said the librarian. 
She oftcicd to show' them around mini tt^fi-time, and in so 
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doing described some of I Tatti's characteristic features, paint- 
ings and objets d’art. 

Furdier along the ingresso was a small Cliinesc tombstone of 
the Han period, decorated with a battle-scene. 

“It’s of an ancient dynasty and is quite rare — like die Egyptian 
tat.” Still further along die lull, she pointed out various 
paintings which adorned the walls. 

A tondo from a chest depicted “The King receiving 
prisoners” by Domenico Morone. A work by a Flemish 
follower of the Roman School (sixteenth century) was titled 
“Hercules and Cacus”. Brcscianino (a Sienese master in the 
first half of die rixteenth century) had painted the “Portrait 
of a Lady in the Figure of Saint Cadicrine of Alexandria”. 
The fine Venerian painting by Paris Bordonc (1500-71), 
“Rest on the Flight to Egypt”, was a composition familiar 
to them all. A studio work by a Florentine master of the 
first half of the fiftecndi century, Pessellino’s “Madonna and 
Child with Angels playing Music”, completed dieir brief 
tour of the ingresso and brought them to die foot of die 
scale (staircase) and an incense burner in die form of an 
elephant. 

“B.B. always declares — most emphatically — diat he docs 
not have an art collection. The paintings and art objects at 
/ Tatti are an integral part of his home. The^-’ are intended for 
pleasure and for use, not as collectors’ items,” dieir guide 
smilingly said. 

For those who were interested, a catalogue — in Italian and 
English — describing the paintings and objets d'art in each room 
at I Tatti, was conveniently placed in that room for their 
convenience. 

In Berenson’s study on the first floor, Getty, absorbed in 
one of these catalogues and occupied in identifying a printed 
description with an actual work of firt, was jolted back to the 
immediate present. 

“I’m afraid that I won’t be able to show you anything 
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further today. Unfortunately, you arrived rather late. It’s now 
almost tea-time.” 

The American made anodicr quick survey of B.B.’s sanctum 
— ^his “holy of holies” — ment;dly photograpliing the small 
kncelit^ Buddha, a Cliincse work of the thirteenth century, 
and an unusual Chinese Chow bronze vase with handles. Twd 
wooden statuettes of “Virtues” by Vcccliictta (Sienese, 1412-80) 
and two wooden statuettes of angels by Francesco di Giorgio 
Martini (Sienese, 1439-1502) also fascinated him. Many small 
objets d’art of Cliincse, French Romanesque and Mexican 
origin were placed around the room. 

Of the few fastidiously chosen paintings, the beautiful 
“Madoima and Child” by Domenico Veneziano (Florentine 
School, 1400-61) was a picture that Getty knew by heart. 
For a pht'togiaph of the art historian taken in his study, seated 
beneadi tlys — Berenson’s favourite painting — liad been in an 
issue of Life magazme. 

The corridors through wliich they now passed were also 
wide and spacious, and lined witli crowded bookshelves. 

“This is wlut we call our overflow. I Tatti's original Ubrary 
has been extended several times. B.B. just can’t resist books, 
so I cxpcKrt our overflow will extend likewise. I shall tr)',” their 
guide volunteered, “if at all possible, to show you the library 
after tea.” 

Getty glanced longingly at the fine pictures and art objects 
adorning both corridors and staircases. But this was not the 
time to indulge in further scrutiny; other guests had arrived. 

Nevertheless, as tlicy descended the main scale he paused — 
as he had done when ascending — to .rdmire tlic superb full- 
length painting, “A Franciscan Monk,” by Giotto (1266-1336), 
pioneer in the flowering of artistic genius in both Rome and 
Tuscany, whose w'orks are now rare and almost priceless. 

The sala di musica w.as of expansive proportions and a 
crackling log fire in a large greystone hcarth*invitcd entrance. 
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Two large fiftcciith-to-sixteciith-centiiry Florenrinc iiilaid 
sideboards held a few carefully chosen art objects of Siamese, 
Indochinese and Chinese origin. 

The long polislicd table was filled witli neatly stacked piles 
of contemporary magazines, and flowers. An immense vase of 
Howers stood on the concert-grand piano. A pair of side-tables, 
each set against a recessed wall on cidier side of the fireplace, 
held floral displays. The flowers inside as well as outside J Tatti 
showed the master hand of a gardener with exceptional 
aptitude for floral arrangement and colour combination. 

Two long windows overlooked the terraced gardens. The 
roomy sofas and lrnich.iirs of varying sizes grouped around the 
fireplace had low tables placed conveniently at hand. 

A tea-trolley was set invitingly. 

Half a dozen people were already assembled, an^ introduc- 
tions were efi'ected by Miss Mariano — Nicky — whose long 
association with / Tatti is almost as legendary as that of its 
owner. 

In response to comment, she explained the origin of an 
unusual art object wdiich stood, a solitary t>rnamcnt, upon the 
hearth. 

“It is a French Romanesque stone beast of about the twelfth 
century, and was once in the cathedral of Cymqiics,” she said. 
“And, like the Egyptian black cat in the hall, it is a great 
favourite of B.B.’s.” 

The American was soon deep in conversation with Nicky, 
and liis companions w'ere similarly occupied with fellow guests 
when, wnth startling suddenness, all conversation coast'd — 
suspended in mid-air as it were. Bernard Berenson had been 
observed entering through the door. 

All stood to greet this venerablc*man, fiimous as a unique 
personality. And in those few seconds it took to cross the sala 
di musica from door to fireplace Getty’s mind registered a 
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photographic impression of the distinguished octogenarian 
whicli was to remain vivid in liis memory for many years 
to come. 

Bernard Berenson walked across the room sprightly, erect, 
and with an urbane poise. He bade those present be seated, ancf 
then sat down himself. 

One corner of the wide settee facing the fireplace, yet within 
siglit of his beloved garden, was always reserved for B.B. 
Cliiests were seated on the armchairs at Ins right and on die 
sofa at his left— squared off as it were, so that everyone was 
within vision and bearing. 

Berenson’s fragile stature belied a still vital energy. In his 
eighty-ninth year, he looked considerably younger. And despite 
his great age a certain flamboyance of youth, although subdued, 
was noticeable. 

His mental alertness was stimulating and his presence 
dominated the ri>om until, skilfully, he manoeuvred his visitors 
— some of whom were strangers to hiiu — into general con- 
versation. 

. . . Cictty’s mind continued to photograph his impressions. 
The unostentatious luxury, the atmosphere of culture, the 
prevailing harmony m^re soul-satisfying. This, indeed, could 
be **Life in an Ivojry Tower’’. Seated in his favourite cenier of 
that wide settee, Bernard Berenson seenivd to become as one 
with that peaceful room and that gracious house, the soul of its 
structure; so obviously the core from wliich I Tatti, widi all 
its physical beauty and spiritual inspiration, sprang. 

That slightly arrogant set ot the head, the chiselled bone- 
structure of face and those beautiful hands were an artist’s 
delight, llis hair and immaculate small pointed beard were 
snow-white. 1 lis fading blue eyes still sparkled with a surprising 
vigour when lie talked. 

“llis mind is like quicksilver, yet he nas all the serenity ot 
the liistorian/’ thought the American. Imp^-cahly groomed 
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from head to toe, II Bibi — as the Italian people affectionately 
call him — looked what he was, an aristocratic scholar. . . . 

“Yes — ^it is true,” Berenson spoke in a precise, cultured 
voice, “I Taiti, with its contents and my library, will one day 
^o to my alma mater. Harvard University. If you have alrc.idy 
been sliown around” — ^his smile became a twinkle — “you will 
no doubt have observed diat my house is really just a library 
with some living-rooms and bedrooms tacked on to it.” 

(Later, the three men briefly saw the wing wliich housed the 
library. 

It comprised *»omc fifteen rooms in all, and contained 
approximately forty tliousand volumes printed in almost 
every language. Specializing in works relating to art of the 
Renaissance period, it is acknowledged to be one of the most 
comprehensive art libr.iries in existence. 

Skilled hbrarians handled die precious hooks with meticulous 
care. The photograph section was extensive and in itself 
a complete umt. Methodical organization, combined with 
loving care, was evident everywhere, and the architecture 
was as beautiful as the rest of I Tatti. Loft)' ceilings, panelled 
walls and lovely . chandeliers made Berenson’s library a 
place of beauty and repose as well* as a unique seat of 
learning.) 

“Mine is what I call a living library,” the art historian told 
his guests. “Much that it contains lived long before my time — 
and certainly cvery’diing it contains will live long after I’m 
gone. Never fear, though; my ghost will enjoy my library as 
much as I have done. And / intend to be a virile ghost,” he 
pertly warned. 

Getty, with others, found himself listening intently. 

Berenson confirmed the truth of die story about a treasured 
painting his late wife once sent to New York. 
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Cataloguing a famous art collection tlicrc, B.B. had accepted 
the invitation of a man unknown to him, and been a guest at 
his apartment while die latter was abroad. 

Before sailing back to Italy, B.B. wrote to his wife in 
Florence suggesting that, as a token of his gratitude for this 
hospitality, she send to his absent host a small painting from 
his collection at I Tatti. 

She did so, and die painting was eventually sold by its new 
owner for about half a million dollars. It now hangs in the 
National Gallery in Washington. D.C. 

“B.B., what on earth did you say to your wife when you 
discovered she’d given away one of your most valued works 
of art?” someone asked. 

Berenson’s blue eyes twinkled widi merriment at the 
rccollccti^ai. i just said, ‘Oh! Mary.’ Didn’t I, Nicky? What 
else w'as there to s.iy. . . .” 

Nicky nodded, smiled wisely and said gently: “You 
probably said a great deal more than ‘Oh, Mary,’ B.B., dear. 
But have the stor) your own way.’* 

Turning his attention to Getty, who was seated in an arm- 
chair at his right, a tea-cup precariously balanced in his hands, 
Berenson got into conversation widi him. 

With characteristic curiosity, the art historian asked for 
details of die rancii museum collection. 

“Four ohjccts came from or tlirough the house of Duveen,” 
Getty told him; “a Louis XVI Sevres plaque secretaire de 
Carosse, a Louis XVI Riesencr commode, a portrait by 
Romney, and die large Ardabil carpet.” 

“Tell me something about die Ardabil,” comni.aiided B.B. 
“I know of this carpet, naturally. However. 1 am not as 
familiar widi it as I am w'ith the Persian carpet in die Poldi 
Pezzoh Collection in Milan. Do you know dial collection 
.It all?” 

Getty rcLated his impressions of a visit to Milan and to the 
Poldi Pezzoli mansion at No. lo Via Morone,*which had been 
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destroyed by air-raids in 1943, but was now reconstructed. 
The famous sixtcentli-century Persian Hunting Carpet tlicrc 
was, in his opinion, his own Ardabifs only rival in importance. 

Ill further reference, he cited an incident which occurred in 
Paris. Berenson, who was fully conversant with the fabulous 
•thilbenkian Collection, cocked an car, enquiringly. 

‘*I was at a luncheon at their Paris home, and Caloustc 
Gulbeiikian telephoned from Lisbon. Enquiring from his 
son-in-law who else was present, he was told: ‘The American 
who owns the Ardabil carpet.* Whereupon Mr. Gulbenki.ui 
sent back the message; ‘Tell him tliat I envy him.’ ” 

“It might imprest our visin^r to have some photographs 
of his works of art in our library, mightn’t it, Nicky?” B.B. 
turned to his inseparable companion. 

Endorsing this idea, Miss Mariano explained how valuable 
the photograph section of the library was to future students 
at I TattL She added that she would likewise welcome the 
opportunity of seeing photographs of an art collection new 
to her, since seeing the original was an impossibility. 

“I shall order a lull set of photographs to be made and sent 
to you, sir,” promised the American, delighted at die interest 
shown in his collectKin. “My little museum also boasts a few 
pieces of fine sculpture — (Jreck and Roman — including some 
Greek fourth- and fifth-century examples., I am very proud 
of them.” 

‘‘Arc you interested in the ancient Circek and Roman 
civilizations?” the art historian asked with mounting curiosity. 

Replying in the affirmative, Cietty also disclosed his liking 
for, and study of, cightcciuh-century Europe. 

Warming to this stranger, his guest for the first time, 
Berenson confided howhc,too, loved Greek art and the ancient 
worlds. His devotion to Italian art of the Renaissance period 
was only rivalled by his appreciation of Greek sculpture. 

“You must come and see us again, mustn’t he, Nicky? And 
be sure to bring«photographs of all your sculptures witli you. 
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Wc call enjoy them togctlicr.” B.13. turned his attention back 
to the room, and conversation became general. 

After a while, his vitality seemed to flag. Abruptly he rose 
from the wide settee, and said: “You must all excuse me now. 

I have a great deal of work to do before dinner.” 

He walked out of the sala di mtisiai, sprightly, erect, and with* 
an urbane poise. All stood until his venerable figure was out 
of sight. 

. . . Afterwards, back in Flc^rencc, the tlirce men compared 
impressions of an aftenioon which each thought memorable. 

“If only I could sculpt him !” exclaimed the^culptor. “Many 
artists have wished to make a portrait-bust of Berenson, but he 
could never be persuaded to sit. Such a beautiful head ! And 
those scusiti\v. hands , . His voice trailed away regretfully. 

In his mind’s eye, the l'>utch art dealer could still see the 
magnificent tryptich which had faced him on the wall of the 
sala di musica for almost two hours. 

Painted by one of the foremost Sienese masters, Sassetta, 
an artist Berenson is accredited as having helped to discover, 
the tryptich — three immense panels — depicts St. Francis’s 
assumption into Heaven with Poverty, Charity, Chastity, 
Avarice, Violence and# Vanity. In beautiful pastel toius. it is 
embellished with gold. 

“One of the most beautiful and inspiring paintings 1 have 
ever seen,” declared Mueller. “What do you think, Mr. 
Getty?” 

It was fully a minute bcloro the American replied with 
simple sincerity: “/ Tatii and Bernard Berenson arc an event 
and a privilege 1 shall always remember. 1 have never been 
more impressed in my life.” 
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T HE\ drove towards Rome, taking a route which 
made it possible to visit tlie picturesque hill-town of 
San (hmignano. 

The American declared tliat, despite its charm — for San 
Gimignano, with its nuinerous towers and strongholds, 
provided an evocative image of an Italian town in the Middle 
Ages — it was disappointing when compared with its con- 
temporary, St. Paul de Vence in the Alpes Maritimes, which 
was less austere and more colourful. 

Their second stop, the thirteenth-century walled and tiny 
hill-town of Monteriggioni, proved of greater interest by 
virtue of its unchanged medieval way of life and absence of 
tourists. 

In its physical aspect Siena appeared more medieval titan 
Florence. Situated on three hills between the rivers Arbia and 
Elsa, her narrow, cobbled streets — sonic only twenty feet 
wddc — wound their way around diis luiiquc town, unch.mged 
since the fifteenth century. 

In Siena, rich in art and historical interest, they found 
paintings by Girolamo di Benvenuto, a master whose work 
“The Nativity” wms the first Italian Primitive to find its way 
into the ranch museum. They admired theworksof Benvenuto 
di Giovanni, likening them to Sassetta for both their com- 
position and delicacy of colouring, 

(Later an extremely fine “Natwity” by thb master was 
acquired by Getty for the ranch museum.) 

Since purchasing Pacchia’s “Rape of the Sabines,” the 
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American had become interested in this master’s works. Now 
lie studied his fine frescoes in San Bernardino, and his paintings 
in both die Church of San Crisloforo and the Church of Santo 
Spirito. His “Annunciation” and “Visitation” were displayed 
in die Pinacoteca, where Mueller was told that Pacchia had 
also painted a beautiful fresco at die Villa Radi of Creta.* 
He was familiar with Pacchia’s works wliich himg in the 
Museum of Budapest, the National (iallery in London and 
the Pinakothek in Munich. 

Conimitmeiits in Rome prevented the two men from 
lingering in fascinating Siena, but dicy carried away with them 
indelible memories of its beautiful Cathedral and a Roman 
sculpture of about seven-eighths life-size, “The Three Graces”. 

. . . Of vX^.jiM^itely delicate and life-like beauty the three 
Graces were attendants of Aphrodite — or Venus — wdio 
bestowed the gift of “pK'asure in moderation” — a theme 
preached in the doctrine of the fourth-century philosopher 
Aristippus. . . . 

“My only adverse criticism of Italian paintings is their lack 
of variety in subject-matter. And especially so in their Primi- 
tives,” said Getty. 

“You have a pgint there,” conceded the Dutchman, “The 
majority of artistic works created in those days were intended 
for the Church; hence their religious subjects.” 

In addition to the two paintings by Pacchia and Cariani 
respectively, the American, before leaving Florence, had 
acquired the portrait, “A Lady playing a Cuiitar”, by Barto- 
lomeo Veneto, and the front panel of a cassonc (chest). This 
was painted in the style and tradition known as the School of 
Paolo Uccello, and was attributed to the Maestro Della 
Battaglia D’Anghiari. 

Much has been written concerning it— and similar works — 
attributed to this same master. Extracts read:* 
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“Painted in tempera on wood, this cassone-front is forty- 
four centimetres wide by one metre and sixty-five centimetres 
long. It represents a battle episode — ^perhaps of the Trojan 
War — ^with reference to die deadi of Patrocles and of the 
request of Aclullcs to participate in the action in order to 
•revenge the death of liis friend. 

“It is Florentine art of about the midiilc of the fifteenth 
century, and is a magnificent example of that decorative art 
which flout ished in Florence in the fifteenth century under the 
influence of the greatest artists of that period, Paolo Uccello, 
Pcsellino, etc., wliich has aroused much interest in recent 
studies, such as » those of Weisbach, Venturi, Schubring and 
Van Marie. 

“This panel was an important collection in France before 
being brought to Florence. 

“Its splendid state of preservation is accentuated by the 
vivacity and expressiveness of its design and the richness and 
elements of variety which form its composition. 

“The figures, architecture, landscape — die beauty of the 
colouring on diis panel — merit the greatest consideration of 
any intelligent connoisseur who wishes to form an opinion of 
Florentine painting in the best period of its history, such as can 
only be appreciated in die vast compositions of mural frescoes. 

“In all liis work, from the point of v;cw of form and 
inspiration, the Maestro Della Battaglia D’Anghiari reveals an 
influence of Paolo Uccello. His tecluiique is, in fact, a step in 
advance, according to a theory advanced by Weisbach, and it 
is also influenced by Pcsellino, according to a theory advanced 
by Van Marie. 

“This cassonc painting was an exhibit in 1951 at the 
‘Exhibition of Lorenzo the Magnificent’ at the Palazzo Strozzi, 
in Florence. It is of the same period as the ‘Battle Scene’ in 
the Museum at Cinciuiiatti in the United State's. 

“Two panels also attributed to the ‘Master of the Battle of 
Angliiari’ arc in die Museum at Pisa. 
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“Another cassonc depicting die ‘Batdc of Trebizond’ (1461) 
is by this same master. 

“In all these cassone-pancls of the School of Paolo Uccello 
die figures arc sturdy and muscular, full of activity and 
nervous movements . . . features which characterize Uccello’s 
works. 

“This cassonc was formerly in the Bardmi Collection.” 

“The four paintings I acquired in Florence arc all interesting 
in subject-matter — in fact, unusually so — for early Itahan 
works. My ranch museum can diank you, Mueller, for its 
section ‘Representative Paintings of Representative Italian 
M.'isters*. It’s going to make an exciting addition to my 
collection,” said die American appreciatively. 

(Iratifitii tuat his suggestion h.id borne fruit and thus far 
with such ^satisfying results, the Dutchman beamed. “The 
B.ittle of Angliiari w.is, I understand, painted on a series of 
panels as a hi.story of the battle. Panels depicting other incidents 
and phases of diat same war arc known to exist,” he told his 
companion. 

“On this list of cassone-pancls attributed to various collec- 
tions, I see that other battles arc also portrayed. For instance, 
there’s ‘The Taking of Pisa in 1406’, likewise painted by the 
Master of Anghiari. That one is in the Grenfell Co'I<“Ction 
in London. There arc several interesting panels listed here, but 
die most exciting, at least to me, arc two w’hich aepict the 
same subject as mine — the Battle of Angliiari. The J. A. Bryce 
Collection in London has them.” 

There was a gleam in the American’s cy'c which forewarned 
Mueller. 

“I presume you allude to those p.-mels, each of which shows 
a general entering the town.” 

“Yes. The gencrjils, by die w'ay, ar" Niccolo Piccinino 
and Neri Capponi. Both were in command at Anghiari. 
It’s quite possible diat those tw'O panels formed die sides 
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of the cassoiic to which my large panel formed the front.” 

Now, the art dealer analysed that gleam in his client’s eye. 
He smiled — the understanding smile of a man who has dealt 
with collectors for over tliirty years — as CJctty continued; 

“Make a memorandum, Mueller. Some day — i quien sahe ? — 
'we might have a complete cassonc in the ranch museum; a 
complete painted history or version of the B.itt!e of 
Anghiari by tlie Maestro Della Battaglia D’Angluari. i Quien 
sabe?" His half-smile w.is quizzical. 


. . . According'to the hst they had seen, various art collections 
could boast cassone-pancls portraying battles. 

In the Gallery at Turin, a cassone depicted the Battle of 
Allia fought betw'cen the Romans and Gauls in 350 B.c. The 
Ashmolean Museum at Oxford had a panel showing the 
“Flight of the Vestals on die Chariot of Lucius Alpinus”. In 
the Steinmayer Collection in Paris, a panel tells of the Battle 
of Zama. The “Battle of Pharsalus and the triumph of Caesar” 
was bequeadted by M. E. Fcyrc to the MustV' dcs Arts 
Decoratifs in Paris. Two other representations of the Battle of 
Pharsalus arc known to exist. One is in the Picot Collection 
in Paris; the other belongs to the Earl of Crawford in London. 

In the Spiridon Collection in Paris there js a “Battle Scene 
with the Triumph of Caesar and the Triumph of Acmilius 
Paulus, with David killing Cioliath” as the centre of an im- 
posing scene of military action depicted on one panel. Two 
more works by the Master of Angliiari can be found in the 
Cluny Museum in Paris — “The Battle between die Romans 
and Gauls outside the Gates of Rome” and “The Entry of 
Vespasian and Titus into Rome”. The latter cassono-front 
once belonged to Baron Lazzaroni, who loaned it to the 
Cluny Museum. 

Altogether some twenty cassones were ascribed as being by 
the hand of the Master of Anghiari. . . . 
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Professor Giuseppe Poggi, a Director of the Museums of 
Florence, had expertized and praised the cassone-front acquired 
by the American, who now told Mueller of liis other purchase, 
the Bartolomeo Vencto, ‘A Lady Playing a Guitar’. 

. . . This picture was reputedly painted in 1520, but somC 
documentary evidence suggests that it was painted in 1492. 
The sitter is Cecilia Gallcrani, a former sweetheart of Lodovici 
il Moro, an important Milanese of those days. He married 
her off to the Count of Bergamino. (It might be presumed 
that both of these men were her “protectors” at one time 
or another.) Cecilia (lallcrani vras a woman famous for her 
beauty, wit, musical knowledge and culture. And slic 
patronized artists and men of letters, following the custom 
of Lodv/viti il Moro, who later became the Duke of 
Milan. ^ 

After Lodovici was imprisoned, this portrait of liis former 
sweetheart was sent to the Certosa at Pavia. (For no one dared 
to destroy a work of art, and the funeral monument for 
Lodovici had already been set up in the Certosa.) 

Because of the painting’s allegedly “profme subject- 
matter”, it was c<Mifined to the library and kept out of sight. 
In fact it Avas hung, ihc only picture without a frame, as an 
indoor-shutter o^a window. One librarian after another passed 
through the Certosa, but the painting remained undiscovered 
—or diplomatically ignored. 

When Emperor Joseph II took the Certosa di Pavia in 1782, 
he authorized the monks to export whatever furniture they 
considered suitable. The chaplain ot the Noble House oi 
Frisiani in Piazza S. Ambrogio acquired many of these works 
of art. Eventually he went to Milan and left them to liis heir, 
D. Giovanni Frisiani. In 1843 they passed to Giovaimi’s sons, 
Paolo and Luigi. In 1880^ they were inberited by Dr. Carlo, 
Luigi’s son. And it was he who, in i88t, placed Cecilia 
Gallerani’s portrait in a suiuble frame. 
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A tom note copied from an inventory made at the Certosa 
di Pavia in 1784 reads: 

“1881 — 25th June, at the House of Frisiani, Piazza S. 

Ambrogio 2. This painting is held to be a work by Leonardo 

da Vinci by commission of Lodovico die Moor, Duke of 

Milan. 

Leonardo da Vinci, bom 1452 at Vinci in the Arno Valley 
died 1519 at Clouz, near Amboise (France) 

This picture was pamted in 1492. . . 

“It is some years since I last saw the Certosa di Pavia,” 
Mueller told Getty, “yet I always maintain that, apart from 
the difference in size, its stature and beauty compete with 
St. Peter’s in Rome.” 

. . . Their first weeks in Rome were like those previously 
spent in Paris and London. Business associates duly arrived 
to confer widi the American; there was some social activity 
with acquaintances who lived in the city — ^which included an 
interesting party at the American Embassy, and they made 
several visits to museums and historic sites. Then anotlier 
memorable experience was added to enrich their travels. A 
special audience was granted to them by His Holiness Pope 
Pius XU. 

Concerning this event, die entry in a small diary which 
Getty used as a daily log-book of his travels, c.xpcrieiiccs and 
opinions read: 

“A cherished and momentous occasion never to be forgotten. 
The Swiss, Roman and Papal guards made a colourful en- 
semble in their vivid uniforms. The rooms inside the Vatican 
Palace into which we were shown contained some fine works 
of art and were richly furnished. The throne room (where we 
had a photograph taken) was espacially impressive. Finally, 
we were shown into an ante-room. There the six of us waited 
for His Hohness* to be heralded. Several Cardinals wearing 


232 



Rome 


brilliant red satin cassocks passed through here. Tlien, suddenly, 
without pomp or heraldry and with only one guard wearing 
red knee-breeches accompanying him, a tall, slender figure 
dressed in immaculate white robes appeared. As one, we six 
people of obviously different religions fell upon our knees in 
homage to one of history’s greatest of religious leaders — onC 
of God’s representatives on eardi. lie beckoned us to rise. 
Then he talked for some minutes with each of us in turn. 
(Later I discovered that His Holiness speaks some twelve or 
more languages and therefore greets most everyone in his 
mother tongue.) 

“He was friendly, gracious, and looked wall in hclth for a 
man aged over seventy-seven who holds one of the most 
exacting and crucial posts on earth. He presented each of us 
with a ntc which he blessed — and then, before leaving, 

bestowed a farewell blessing upon all assembled in die room. 

“It was a spiritually uplifting experience. I shall always 
treasure my little medallion, which hears a replica of the head 
of Pius XII, even though I am not a member of the Catholic 
Church.” 

. . . The fountain in die Piazza del Pantheon, which is 
surmounted by an Egyptian obelisk, and the dominate ng pile 
of the Pantheon itself — one of the most perfect ar ^ best 
preserved m<muinents of Koman antiquity — especially in- 
spired the American. 

Originally built by Marcus Agrippa, in 27 b.c., the present 
edifice was reconstructed by the Emperor Hadrian. Dedicated 
to the seven planetary divinities, it was given the name 
Pantheon. In 609 it wms consecrated as a place of Christian 
worsliip dedicated to Santa Maria dei Martiri. Throughout the 
ages diis monument has been an object of w onder and venera- 
tion. Several of the Popos restored it. U’ ban VIII, howcvci, 
ordered die last of the bronze roof to be removed and melted 
down to make the colunuis of the Baldaquin in St. Peter’s. 
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The Pantheon is circular, covered with a superb concrete 
dome, and has zpronaos with sixteen monolith columns in front. 

Its interior is equally impressive. The ancient bronze door 
is the original door, and an incomparable majesty, grandeur 
and harmony prevail. Around the wall seven recesses alternate 
\vith eight shrines {(vdiculce), and above, an entablature is 
surmoimtcd by an attic with still more shrines. From this attic 
rises the great dome — claimed to be the finest dome in the 
world — one hundred and forty-two and a half feet in internal 
diameter and one hundred and forty-two feet in internal 
height. In five rows of coffers, it diminishes in size toward the 
circular opening in the centre, which is the building’s sole 
source of interior lighting. 

Under the altar is Raphael’s tomb. The Pantlicon also holds 
the tomb of King Victor Emin.inucl II (first King of Italy) and 
that of Humbert (second King of Italy) who was assassinated. 

Statues have long been removed from the recesses in which 
they once stood, with the exception of a marble “Virgin” 
created by Lorenzetto in the sixtcendi century. 

These bare recesses prompted the American’s story. 

“Back at the ranch, I believe I told you, Mueller, how — in 
my imagination — the^man who inspired the title of ‘The good 
and wise Marcus Agrippa’ might have placed my statue of his 
daughter Agrippina in one of these niches when he completed 
this wonderful building.” 

“You did. And I questioned what became of the rest of her. 
For there was only her head on a lovely rose marble column. 
It was in your classical room.” 

“You’ve got a memory for detail in addition to a good 
memory,” comphmented Getty, gratified as always that the 
art dealer’s interest in his collection was not merely supcrfici.il, 
yet was without personal motive. 

. . . Marcus Vipsanius Agripp*, Roman statesman and 
general, son-in-law of Augustus, was dearly loved by his 
compatriots. In 4! b.c. he was Prxtor, and Consul in the years 

234 



Rome 


37 B.C., 28 B.C., and 27 B.c. In 33 B.c. he was iEdile, and from 
the year 18 b.c. until liis death Tribune. He commanded the 
fleet of Augustus in the Battle of Actium. 

To Marcus Vipsanius Agrippa, Rome is indebted for three 
of her principal aqueducts, several works of public use and 
ornament, and die Pantheon, which is held to be his greatest 
monument. 

Agrippina “the elder”, his daughter, became the wife of 
Germanicus. A heroic woman of great virtue, she was of the 
highest character and morality. Tiberius — who also had a 
daughter bearing the name Agrippina — hated Agrippina “die 
elder” for her virtues and popularity. His o\swi daughter’s life 
was filled with intrigue and perfidy, and she became the most 
notorious woman of her time. 

Tibcriuj buiuslicd Agiippina “the elder” to the island of 
Pandataria^ where, in the year a.d. 38 she starved herself to 
deadi. . . . 

“Agrippina’s torso lies buried beneath Rome’s new sub- 
way,” said die American dramatically. And he went on to tell 
Mueller how, s\hen this subway was being cut some years 
previously, a wtirkman’s sp.ide hit against a hfe-sized marble 
statue during the c-xeavation-*. 

The workman, w'as un.tble to move the massive sU'iie by 
himself, so hastily broke oil its head, hid it under his overall, 
and hurried to a local art dealer w'hom he knew. 

The art dealer, recognizing the head as being an important 
marble of antiquity, urged the man’s immediate return to 
Rome’s subway site in order to secure the body oi the statue, 
lie told the man diat he was prepared to pui chase both head 
and body. 

The workman hastened back to the excavations, but arrived 
there too late; cement w*s already poured in, had hardened, 
and in consequence the remainder of Agrippina’s statue was 
lost for ever. 
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The art dealer kept his promise to the workman and pur- 
chased the head of Agrippina from him. Shortly thereafter it 
became known that this ancient marble was in his possession. 
Many interested bidders appeared. Among them was a 
representative of the German Fuehrer, Adolf Hitler. 

Despite Hitler’s higlily temptmg offer, the Italian art dealer 
preferred to do business with tlic United States. So thus the 
marble head of Agrippina eventually reached the ranch 
museum in Santa Monica, CaUfomia. 

“It’s more or less fact,’’ Getty assured the surprised Dutch- 
man. “Naturally, the sellers wanted to have dollars rather 
than marks.’’ . 

He surveyed die Pantheon again — ^its interior and its exterior 
— and then said thoughtfully, “What an inspiration diis is! 
Doubdess it’s the most remarkable edifice in the world, for it 
is the only one known to have been in daily use for two 
thousand years. Michelangelo said that every architect who 
sees the Pantheon for the first time ought to say a prayer for the 
soul of the great architect who designed it. It’s even fire-proof, 
and has a natural system of air-conditioning and temperature 
control. It’s a triumph of Greco-Roman science and technique.” 

. . . Outside air is admitted to die Pantheon only from the 
floor and the roof. Air rising through ‘the small openings in 
the floor has travelled through conduits in die earth and has 
acquired a constant temperature — winter .and summer — of 
about sixty degrees Fahrenheit. . . . 

“The Pantheon is one building that has never needed fire 
insurance, Mueller. Had it been kept insured, the sum repre- 
sented by insurance premiums with compound interest for 
two thousand years, would add up to more money dian is in 
the world today.’’ 

The art dealer cnthusiasdcally encouraged his companion. 
The latter, carried away by his subject said: 

“Romans always built solidly, but this is the most solid of 
all their buildings. What remarkable and incomprehensible 
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people they were ! People of the Middle Ages seem close to 
us: they were our ancestors; we understand them. But die 
Romans elude us. We don’t understand them. We don’t 
comprehend them. 

“When reading certain letters of Cicero or Pliny, we feel 
as though a contemporary of ours had written them. Thcif 
tone and thought seems modem, and much in contrast to the 
primitive ambience of the Middle Ages. Nevertheless, the gulf 
between us and die Middle Ages can easily be bridged. 

“A hundred years ago some people in Europe still Uved the 
life of the Middle Ages; some of them still live diat life. 
But die gulf between us and Rome is far joo wide to be 
bridged, even in fancy. The Romans were a didcrent race 
living in a different world. And although we’ve inherited their 
civilization, v,vmi improved parts of it, I’m afraid we’ve made 
some parts^of it worse, Mueller.” 

... A comprehensive set of photographs of the ranch 
museum and its contents arrived shordy aiterwards. The two 
rooms now panelled \vith the boiscries purchased from 
Jansen’s in Paris looked beautiful. 

“What an improvement!” exclaimed the Dutchman. 
“I'hese arc the right Ivickgrounds for your magnificciv furni- 
ture and tapestries,” he emphasized. “Even your carpe^' look 
fmer — ^if such is possible.” 

Getty agreed. Appropriate panelling now insLiCed both 
accentuated and cnlunced his art treasures. “Mitchell Samuels 
— ^whom I’ve mentioned to you before as an expert and 
connoisseur of French eighteenth-century furnisliings — ^visited 
my ranch a short time ago. The report sent on to me told 
of his being higlily conipUmentary about almost eveiy'thing. 
In the Louis XV room he repeatedly remarked, ’This is the 
finest room in America.’* And that wrciglu-iron Kilustrade 
we got at Jansen’s inspired his comment diat it was the finest 
example of its kind he had ever seen.” 
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Both men rc-examincd the set of photographs. “What an 
improvement!’’ Mueller repeated. “What an improvement!’’ 

Thinking out loud — as the Dutch art dealer often laughingly 
described his talk — he wondered how best to display his 
client’s recently acquired Greek fragments, or reliefs. “I got 
an idea from seeing the Pantlicon,’’ he said. “Niches, set into 
the walls of the classical room, assuming they can be built 
large enough and are able to carry heavy weights. That is one 
suggestion. Failing tliis, why not mount the marbles on to 
mahogany bases? They could then be fastened to your walls, 
and used as panels.’’ 

Preferring Mveller’s second idea to his first, the American 
decided to telephone Spink’s and ascertain whether such was 
practicable and, if so, whether it could be put into operation 
without delay. 

Later, he felt increasingly indebted to the Dutchman and 
liis habit of “thinking out loud,’’ for during this telephone 
conversation he was told that only that very day another 
important ancient marble fragment had become available. It 
was the famous “Cottenhain Relief’’. 

Familiar with this Greek sculpture, he decided to 'dispensc 
with the usual fonmlity of having photographs submitted, 
and eftected its purchase tlicrc and then* 

Mounting marble reliefs on to maliogany bases was both 
practical and desirable, he was told. The dependable Mr. Forrer 
promised this work would be carried out swiftly. 

Elated by his new acquisition, Getty displayed his photo- 
graphic memory for data which interested him. He quoted, 
more or less verbatim, an excerpt from the Journal of Hellenic 
Studies. 1917. It was an article written by the late Professor 
A. B. Cook and titled “A Pre-Persic Relief from Cottenham’’ : 

“Early in the year 1911 a labourer working on the farm of 
Mr. Arthur Bull it Cottenham neax Cambridge struck with 
his pick the fragmentary relief here published. The fragment 
came to light at u depth of some eighteen inches below the 
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present surface of the soil and appears to be an isolated relic, 
thrown out in all probability from a house formerly existing 
in the neighbourhood. I see from a passage in Lyson’s Magna 
Britannia to which my attention was directed by the Rev. l)r. 
H. r. Stokes that Roger (Jale the antiquary (1672-1744) 
inherited a manor at Cottenham in 1728. His enthusiasm for,, 
‘Greek and Roman bustocs’ is well known, and it is at least 
possible that this relief, acquired by him one cannot guess 
when or where, had at some later date and by some less 
instructed owner been cast away as a broken and worthless bit 
of marble. 

“It is a piece ('jf white Pentelic marble, and in any case it is 
of Attic provenance. The design shows an ephebos leading his 
horse. The young man appears to be entirely nude, and it 
cannot at : be assumed that a chlamys passing over his 
shoulders and meeting in front was added in colour. For though 
we must aflniit that plastic forms were constantly coloured, 
that carving was often eked out by colour, and that accessories 
might be added in colour on a flat background, yet the paintmg 
of garments, etc. athwart bodies already existing in relief, 
constitutes a Siunewhat diftlTcnt problem. The leader walks on 
the near side of his horse with the weight of his bod\ thrown 
back to curb its restive paces. His right arm, stretched out to 
its full extent, keeps a tight hold on tlie bridle which, as is 
indicated by three small holes — two touching the man’s hand, 
one in the angle of the horse’s nioiuh — was added in bronze. 
His left arm probably held a sliort stick. The horse tosses its 
head and champs the bit, impatient of restraint. 

“The relief is manifestly archaic in style — witness the 
isoccphalic arrangement ot man and horse, the combination 
of face in profile with body in full view, the updrawn lips, the 
roiuidish ear, the absence of all flueshortening. The eye is not 
clearly marked, the surfaci^ot the marble being here damaged 
The musculature is on the whole remarkai/iy accurate. 

“Another criterion of date may be founi in the sculptor’s 
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treatment of the horse’s head. The pricked ear, the long bony 
skull, the soft nose with its inflated nostril, die mobile puckered 
underlip, the mouth opened just enough to show both rows of 
teeth and an upcurlcd tongue — these features together con- 
stitute a triumph of naturalistic modelling, and attbrd a 
piquant contrast to the conventional lines of mane and broad 
flat surfaces of cheek and neck. If Kalamis was praised for die 
‘finish’ of his horses, this rehef may give us some inkling of his 
procedure . It sliould not, however, be forgotten diat a detailed 
rendering of horses’ heads was part of the heritage bequeathed 
to fifth-century sculpture by sixdi-century painting. Com- 
parison points to a date c. 485 B.c. as that of our relief.” 

Mueller looked at his companion with unconcealed admir- 
ation. Getty continued: 

“D. Lysons and S. Lysons. Magna Britannia, London, 1808, 
Vol. II, Pt. L (Cambridgeshire), p. 171. The Cambridge 
University Library possesses an extra-illustrated copy of this 
work containing much additional information about Cotten- 
ham and its history. 

“The ‘Reliquiae Galenae’ — Bibliotheca Topographica Brit- 
annica, London, 1781-2, No. II, Pts. 1-3, e.g. M. Collignon, 
La Polychromk dans la sadpture Grecque, Paris, 1898, pp. 43 ft'. 
H. Bulle, Der Sciwene Mensch im Altertitm (2), Mucnchcn und 
Leipzig, 1912, p. 444, Pi. 196.” 

Getty broke into a smile at the expression on Mueller’s 
face. “I’m much better at summarizing passages from printed 
matter than I am at remembering details of living events, even 
of recent date,” he confessed. 

. . . Professor Ludwig Curtius, a distinguished authority and 
acknowledged expert on ancient Greek and Roman civiliza- 
tions, director of the German Archaiological Institute in Rome, 
former Professor of Archaeology at file University of Heidel- 
berg, was an old friend of Getty’s. He unhesitatingly agreed to 
the suggestion that while the two men were in Rome he might 
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serve as mentor and guide to the city’s ancient ruins, museums, 
galleries and monuments. 

“A more learned guide wc could never liopc for,” declared 
the American with satisfaction. “How lucky wc arc to find 
Curtius in town and willing to give us so much of his time !” 

The Dutch art dealer smiled knowingly. “I am certain tha^ 
the learned Professor won’t have any cause for regret. Or 
consider it a waste of time. For, besides all else, he will find us 
bodi eager disciples.” 

The American still devoted many hours of each day to his 
massive business correspondence, often working far into the 
early hours of morning. 

“There’s just no other way I can cope with things, Mueller. 
For these b»*ief ;vc-^ks wc shall spend part of our mornings and 
afternoons in the galleries and museums and, weather permit- 
ting, take in all wc can of Roma Antica between times. So, 
somewhere along die line I must keep pace with my busmess.” 

“But three or four o’clock each morning,” the Dutchman 
reprimanded, “and sometimes even five ! It’s too much of a 
strain — even for a person with your abundant and apparendy 
inexhaustible energy.” As usual when travelling liis com- 
panion included the , local nevrspapers in his daily reading. 
Now he read aloud in Italian, cver-anxious to improve diction 
and accent. 

“Your fluent vocabulary puts me to shame, Mr. Getty. I 
still find it difficult to understand how any one person can get 
through such a variety of things in any one day — every 
day.” 

“You flatter me, Mueller. I’m hardly die human d^mamo 
you depict. Just a man widi lots to do in the course of a day 
wliich is, luifortunately, only twenty-four hours long.” 

. . . “Yes, I see quite a few changes in Rome.” The American 
spoke m response to Professor Curtius. “iiarsanti’s antique 
shop in die Via Sistina has gone. And so •has my former 
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dealer, Barsand. He died some time ago. He was a know- 
ledgeable man and our business dealings were always amicable. 
I miss him.” 

It was many years since Getty had visited Rome. The city’s 
new streamUned railway terminal caused him to exclaim, 
•‘It’s so enormous and so modern it even competes with our 
terminal in Los Angeles !” 

‘‘There is also our new subway,” Professor Curtius reminded 
him. ‘‘Here in Rome we call it die subway to nowhere. It 
runs round the city, reaches the outskirts, and then abruptly 
ceases. Few passengers seem to use the Rome subway now. At 
first it was a novelty. But I fear it is impractical : an unliappy 
waste of pubUc funds.” 

‘‘The Corso is as crowded as ever,” Mueller commented. 

They all agreed that the Santa Maria Maggiori and Lateran 
Churches were magnificent. And that the Aurelian Wall and, 
beyond it, the ancient Appian Way inspired dreahis of long 
ago. 

. . . Rome, metropolis of Western European civilization, 
from whence sprang law, art and science, has always been an 
inspiration to those gifted with imagination. . . . 

The American eagerly absorbed every sight. ‘‘The changes 
wrought since I was' here some nvclvj years ago make me 
realize more than ever how unique a city this is. Relics of 
every epoch of Rome’s direc thousand ye.ars of liistory are 
apparent — from Antiquity through to the Popes, the Middle 
Ages, the Renaissance and the Baroque.” 

‘‘The might of the Roman Empire reached its peak during 
die reign of Trajan. And it is my belief diat the decadence of 
Rome began at the time of Diocletian.” It was Professor 
Curtius who spoke, with all the authority of his seventy-seven 
years and his deep scholarship, as he accompanied Getty and 
Mueller around what remains of /lie Baths of Diocletian. 

. . . These were the largest baths in ancient Rome. Even their 
remains are enounous. Built by Diocletian and Maximian in 
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the year 306, Pope Pius IV later entrusted Michelangelo with 
the task of putting the structure to some effective use. He 
transformed part of the baths into a church, and part into a 
convent. . . . 

The American, with his propensity for transporting himself 
into other realms and eras of time, ventured to reconstrucf 
the original floor-plan of the buildmg in order to comprehend 
faintly its former grandeur and beauty. 

“I doubt whether any modern imagination can visuahzc the 
full glory of the Frigidarium facade or of the Great Hall. I’d 
estimate that twenty per cent, of the original baths is left and 
eighty per cent, has disappeared into the dust of ages. Thinking 
back to the Renaissance, I realize that even Michelangelo was 
a guilty party. His ‘Moses’ is one of the masterpieces of all 
time, yet he mutiLted these wonderful baths by transforming 
the Great JIall into a church. Renaissance barbarians I call 
them! They’d take an ancient statue and cheapen it with 
inaccurate restoration. And as for ancient buildings — ^well, 
words fail me when I realize how they were used as quarries 
or as a base for some mundane creation, with contemptuous 
disregard of the superb existing architecture.” 

Professor Curtius supported (Jetty’s opinion that in sculp- 
ture, literature and ardiitecture the ancients surpassed the men 
of the Renaissanep, 

“Michelangelo’s ‘Moses,’ wonderful though it is. barely 
competes with Greek sculpture.” he said with quiet authority, 
and went on to tell his two “disciples” how, after long and 
detailed research, he had arrived at his recent conclusion tliat 
the so-called “Hermes of Pra.xitcles” at Olympia, was not an 
original work, but a copy made in Hadrian's time. 

“.Some scholars persist that the ‘Hermes' is Greek but was 
polished in Hadrian’s time. In fict, this little dispute has 
aroused interesting controS^ersy,” Curtius Sa'd widt a touch ot 
gaiety, as though pleased his investigations had produced 
a division of opinion. “Argument is healthy,” he chuckled; 
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“and especially so when both sides beheve they are presenting 
indisputable facts.” 

Through the Professor’s scholarship and unquestionable 
knowledge, they learned that the best Roman copies of Greek 
sculptures were made in the time dating from Augustus to 
Claudius. Hadrianic copies were also considered very fine; 
diey were somewhat cold, however, as the result of excessive 
and over-detailed technique. 

Parian marble, tlicy were told, was tlic most valuable of 
marbles and had the coarsest grain. Pcntelic marble was 
harder than Parian. Both varieties, however, contained a 
metallic glint, jvhich accounted for the glittermg spectra in 
them. Carrara marble, pure white and without any glint, was 
softer than all other varieties and therefore easier to work with, 
but had litdc “life” in it. Accordmg to Curtius, the making of 
Roman copies started, on a small scale, in approximately 150 
B.c. by Greek sculptors who were then resident in Rome. By 
the time of Augustus sculpture had developed into an im- 
portant industry, and it continued to flourish until it reached 
its apex in the dme of Hadrian. 

... A “Roman” copy can be defined as being a copy of a 
Greek original of the fifdi to second centuries B.c. made in 
the Roman imperial period from 3 1 B.c. to ^le fourth century 
A.D. Practically all Roman copies were made in the first and 
second centuries a.d. Many were done at Athens, which 
boasted a flourishing trade in copies of the great Greek 
masterpieces. 

There never were very many Greek originals in sculpture as 
compared with the innumerable copies of them made by the 
Greeks in pre-Roman times. Then came the Romans with 
their wealth and lavish spending. The Greco-Roman world 
used marble and bronze statues for<hc decoration and embel- 
lishment of palaces, private homes, parks, gardens, pubUc 
squares and public buxldmgs. 
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The number of statues decorating the ancient Greco- 
Roman world is beyond calculation or modem belief. . . . 

‘Tm happy that you seem disposed to corroborate my ideas 
concerning Greek and Roman versus Renaissance and eigh- 
teenth-century sculpture,” Getty told Professor CurtiuS! 
“Imagine anyone choosing an Houdon sculpture — ^at some 
absurdly high price — if they could secure a Greek work ! I echo 
and endorse Pindar, who said of the Greeks: ‘Zeus caused a 
saffron-coloured cloud to rain down gold upon them, and 
grey-eyed Athena gave them nimbleness of hand beyond all 
mortal men.” 

Curtius chuckled as he turned to Mueller. “I have known 
our mutual friend for a number of years now, and my first 
impressioiu ul liim always remain. For sheer thoroughness I 
know of no one to equal him. When he becomes interested in 
any subject, or in any form of the arts, not only docs he study 
it, but everything connected widi it. He also enjoys driving 
a bargain!” 

“I certainly hope I’m a discriminating buyer as well as a 
prudent one,” protested tire American. “And I always adhere 
to my father’s axiom diat no man’s opinion is any better than 
liis information. Of course, I also act in accordance with my 
essential beliefs of what I want to do — and what I can do,” he 
emphasized. “I like to think I kirow my own limitations,” 

... In the Musco dellc Terme — diat section of the Baths 
of Diocletian w'hich Michelangelo had turned into a convent — 
two statues, “The Wounded Niobia” (daughter of Niobc), a 
Greek original dated 460 b.c., and die “Venus of Gyrene” 
(wliich had been found in the Baths of Gyrene), impressed 
them most. According to their learned guide, in the “Litde 
Gloisters” of the Gertosa which houses the 1 udovisi Gollcction, 
the Throne of Aphrodite (or the Ludovisi Throne as this 
marble is often called), supposedly portraying die birdi of 

245 



Collectors Choice 


Aphrodite, was the greatest of all treasures. A Greek work of 
approximately 460 B.C., in Professor Curtius’s opinion tlic 
Ludovisi Throne was the finest of any ancient marbles still 
extant in Rome. 

(Later, at the Capitohne Museum, Mueller felt inclined to 
challenge this view on seeing the “Wounded Gaul” and “The 
Venus”.) 

The “Mosaic of Doves” from Hadrian’s Villa, which was 
in the CapitoUne Museum, evoked comparisons with some 
excellent mosaics they had seen in the Musco dclle Terme. 

Curtius explained that both the “Venus of Gyrene” and die 
“Mosaic of Doyes” were Roman copies of the second century 
A.D. The original mosaic as mentioned by Pliny, famous 
writer of that time, was in the Royal Palace at Pergamon. 

Confirming his old friend’s impressions of him, the Ameri- 
can quoted excerpts from Phny’s letter, which was written on 
the very day Vesuvius erupted and destroyed both Pompeii 
and Herculaneaum. A half-smile lightened liis usually serious 
face as he said: “I merely wanted to reaffirm my interest in the 
ancient world by some additional evidence. I don’t want you 
to think. Professor, that you’re wasting your valuable time on 
just an idle or capricious sightseer.” 

. . . The Vatican Museum, unanimously conceded to be the 
most beautiful of all, with its circular marble stairway and 
ornate bronze balustrade, boasts die richest and most complete 
collection of antiquities in die world. It was therefore a surprise 
when Curtius pointed out that the Vatican Museum possessed 
only one Greek original — the torso by Apollonius of Athens, 
of Parian marble and sculptured in approximately 50 B.c. 

They admired the sculptures displayed in die Sala a Croce 
Greca and Sala Rotonda. In the Belvedere “The Apollo”, 
“The Laocoon”- a group discovered in the Baths of Titus — 
and “The Apoxyomcnos” (Scraper) were three works they 
found most impressive. 
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It was gratitymg to Getty to compare a statue ot "Faustina" 
in the Sala Rotunda with photograplis of the “Faustina*' he 
had recently acquired. And, likewise, to be able to discuss 
their relative merits with so great an authority as Professor 
Curtins. In the Gabinetto delle Maschcre, so-called from the 
four mosaics depicting theatrical masks which came frorft 
Hadrian’s Villa, he was also able to discuss and compare 
mosaics. 

Curtius introduced his two “disciples” to liis favourite 
restaurant, Passetto’s, which, in liis opinion, offered the 
finest food in Rome. In-between their educational sightseeing, 
the three men usually lunched or dined there, and discussed the 
day’s activities. 

Shown j pnotograph of Getty’s mosaic floor, Professor 
Curtius pi;onoimc*cd it to be a good example of about the 
second century a.d. In his opinion, the floor was Roman and 
came from North Africa. He did not accept Mueller’s inter- 
pretation that its mosaic design depicted the legend of Bacchus, 
GodofWme. 

“This is the story of Orpheus wnth his animals, my friend.” 
He held a photograph of the mosaic floor in one hand and witli 
the other traced its characteristics for his eager audience “Look 
carefully and yop will recognize how this central mcil.illion 
shows Orpheus and his animals. If you recall the flible, Orpheus 
loved animals and used to tame them : after which they grew 
to love him. You will also observe that in each of tlicse four 
corners surrounding the central medallion there is a goddess. 
Each goddess represents one of the four seasons.” He indicated: 
“Spring . . . summer . . . autumn . . . winter. And beyond 
each of these four corners tlierc is a bird, also significant of each 
of the four seasons. These birds relate to the goddess, tlius 
confirming each particuLtr season.” 

When one was familiar with various types of mosaics, it 
was simple to trace the regions from which they came. The 
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story or message implicit in art created in those regions was 
reflected in their designs, the Professor smilingly told them. 

“Interpretations appear such a simple matter because you are 
fuUy cognisant with your subject,” said Mueller with respect. 
“There is no substitute for scholarship, Professor Curtius.” 

• “Scliolarship yields a ridi reward, my friend, as long as one 
does not measure it by a financial yardstick.” 

The Professor had a robust appetite and “knew” good 
food and good wines. It was an education just to be in his 
company, both men agreed. 

The American spoke of Florence and of their memorable 
afternoon spent^t the villa / Tatti. 

“I am a great admirer of Bernard Berenson,” said Curtius. 
“Not only is he one of the most respected authorities in his 
field and a distinguished scholar, but he is also one of the 
kindest men I liave been privileged to know. Oh, ^yes, I have 
known Mr. Berenson for sontc diirty years or more! He is 
unique in more ways than one, believe me. He is that rare 
example of a scholar whose scholarship lias yielded him many 
rewards. Please convey my warmest regards if you should be 
writing to him or speaking to liim on the telephone.** 

“Certainly,” Getty .promised. “It will be by letter, though. 
Miss Mariano — Nicky — told me that B.B.’s pet idiosyncrasy is 
his dislike of telephones. He has stubbornly rpfused to use that 
instrument for forty years or more, whether for business or 
social purposes.” Catching the Dutcliman’s eye, he continued: 
“Not like me. Professor — as our friend here can testify. Any 
time I’m within reach of a ’phone it seems to ring automatic- 
ally. My ear is constantly in demand.” 

“And from all over die world — or so it seems,” his com- 
panion corroborated. 

. . . Mueller had expressed his appreciation to the American 
for the privilege of such scholarly guidance around the 
galleries, muscunft and ancient remains of Rome. 
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‘‘In addition to being a true scholar of die classical world, 
Curtius is also a man of exceptional intellectual integrity. 
Td back his opinions against anyone in the world of arch- 
aeology. Just as Bernard Berenson is the highest accepted 
authority on paintings of the Italian Renaissance, so Ludwig 
Curtius, in my opinion, can make a similar claim in his ownf 
sphere. But although he’s well known and has written several 
important books, he isn’t an outstanding personality like 
B.B.,” said Getty. 

“The Professor seems to lean more to the technical and less 
to the artistic, as compared widi Mr. Berenson,” rejoined 
Mueller. “It has been a great privilege to meet, them.” 

“I’m surprised to find such little change in Curtius,” 
observed C^etty. “I haven’t seen liim since pre-war days and 
apart from las use of a walking stick — ^which I’ve noticed he 
leans on rather heavily — ^hc seems as active as ever. Scholars 
must have the secret of longevity, Mueller. The Professor, at 
almost seventy-eight, stands as erect as I do myself. He keeps 
going for hours at a time without showing any sign of fatigue. 
And, as for eyesight — he certainly has it all over me ! I can’t 
read for long these days without using spectacles. Yet he’s able 
to rely upon natural vision a good deal of the time. Mentally 
and physically, he seems to be as alert as in the old days ” 

. . . Of above average height and of proportionate build. 
Professor Cnirtius, with almost w'liite hair and bcaid, had 
the distinguished appearance of the typical gentleman and 
scholar. I'hese tours of Rome’s ancient monuments and 
archscological remains — of which he possessed an intimate 
knowledge — never palled, for his two companions proved 
eager listeners. He was, in fact, radicr enjoying tliis opportunity 
of propounding his owm views and theories, in addition to 
imparting knowledge to mo who so avidJ^^ welcomed it. . . . 

“I shall indeed be regretful when you dccidle to leave Rome. 
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However, before the arrival of that unhappy day, I hope to 
show you something of Ostia Antica. They have done a great 
deal of new excavating since you were there last.” Professor 
Curtius, as always, spoke precisely. His punctihous phrasing 
betrayed the fact that when speaking in any language other 
^.han in his native German, he was automatically translating. 

The former Temple of Antoninus and Faustina faced them 
as they approached the end of the Via Sacra. 

. . . Dedicated by the Senate to the memory of the Empress 
Faustina in 141, this temple was later consecrated to die 
memory of hej husband, tlie Emperor Antoninus Pius, .after 
his death in 161. Now transformed into the Church of San 
Lorenzo in Miranda, its baroque fa(;^ade dates from the year 1602. 

It has an imposing portico of ten Corinthian columns, six in 
front and two at each side : monoliths of Euboe^i cipolino, 
they still support part of the entablature. The ceJIa, built of 
peperino, still preserves its frieze of griffins, c.indelabra .and 
vases, and is considered to be one of the finest examples of 
Roman decorative art. 

Below die temple lies an archaic Necropolis, a cemetery of 
the ancient inhabitauts of the Esquilinc — or of the original 
settlement on the Palatine — which dates* back to the ninth and 
seventh centuries B.c. ... 

“Could be my ‘Faustina’ once lived here,” observed the 
American. “If you can recall to mind my statue. Professor, it’s 
larger than life-size and depicts the Empress when she was 
Consort. I’ve been unable to secure any information beyond 
die fact of the immediate previous owner. But a companion- 
piece exists. It’s in the Dresden Museum. You are doubtless 
familiar widi it as ‘The Matron from Herculaneum’, sup- 
posedly created for the Temple of Antoninus and Faustina. 
Could be mine was also.” 

“Could be . . . !” The Professor surprised them and 
mimicked: “Coidd be! It is not impossible that your Empress 
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Faustina was sculptured as a decoration for this temple. In 
ancient times marble portraits were generally of life-size when 
made for individuals. They were, however, larger when sculp- 
tured as monuments. And your statue is considerably larger 
than life-size. It is indeed unfortunate that so few documents 
are available to help us. So much of the ancient world it 
shrouded in die mists of time. Historical data is sparse and often 
inaccurate. So much is, alas ! idle conjecture.” 

“if only my ‘Faustina’ could turn into flesh for long enough 
to confirm where she lived, in all her glory, in Imperial Rome. 
My ‘Leda and the Swan’ lived at the Villa Magnani on the 
Palatine, in 1775 . 1 know little about that marble group, cither. 
Only the name of its immediate previous owner.” 

The Dutchman suggested that it might be safely assumed 
Getty’s “Empi^M Riustina” had once reigned in the temple — 
for who coiild audioritatively dispute such theory. 

. . . The facade of the Palazzo Poli frames the Fontana di 
Trevi, in die centre of which arc two enormous Tritons 
drawing a winged chariot bearing a triumphant Neptune. 
Commissioned by Clement XII, it is the largest and most 
imposing fountain in Rome — a city of fountains. Tradition 
insists diat any traveller who dirows a coin into the basin of 
die Fontana di Trevi will return to the Eternal City. . . . 

Comparisons w'ith fountains made die Dutch ar: dealer 
self-conscious. He said to Professor Curtius, “I still have a 
feeling that the ranch monkey foimtain is important. But 
unhappily no one appears to agree with me. The latest report 
confirms diat it’s Italian — in the style of die Reiuissancc period. 
And that is all. My interpretation of the mosaic floor proved 
hopelessly wrong. I suppose die bronze door will be classed as 
‘A ninctccnth-century copy — of no significance.’ From here 
on. I’d better confine myself to Dutch works of art. Sometimes 
my evaluation of them turns out right.” 
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The American hastened to reassure die chagrined Mueller. 
“You have more than a merely superficial knowledge of 
ancient marbles, and can claim real authority in your own 
sphere — ^which is an achievement in itself. No one can be 
right all the time.” 

Rome yielded little, if anything, by way of good works of 
art for purchase. 

“Nothing spectsicular has come into the possession of any 
dealers here during recent years,” Professor Curtius told 
Getty. “As is usually the case, you will find the best Roman 
statues for salq anywhere but in Rome. You were very 
fortunate to secure such fine Italian paintings in Florence.” 

They did, however, succeed in locating two sculptured 
works classified as being of what Curtius termed artistic 
merit. The fuie “Republican Senator’s Head” was a distinctive 
marble and full of character. The “Lion’s Head” was uncaimily 
realistic and virile. They saw some mosaics, but nodiing 
comparable to the floor in the ranch museum. 

Professor Curtius said some of the best mosaics came from 
Serbia and Macedonia. Often, diey were part of the interior 
walls of mosques or ^churches, and throughout die centuries 
had been vandalized by a covering of paint or whitewash. 
He cited the cases of some unique examples^ being uncovered 
and concluded: 

“The ‘Orpheus Motif’, as portrayed in your mosaic floor, 
was highly popular. Many adaptations of it have been found. 
Another popular motif was one showing Christ within a circle 
of sheep.” 

He went on to relate how, in the earliest of mosaics, classical 
influence and treatment predominated. In his view, die finest 
mosaics were produced between the fourth and eighdi centuries 
A.D. Afterwards their quality declined, until a revival took place 
in Italy. 

Attributing p&rdcular development in mosaics to die 
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Byzantine Empire, the Professor also stated that Salonica once 
boasted exceptionally fine examples of this craft, hx conclusion, 
he asked whether either of his listeners was familiar with the 
wonderful mosaics in Ravenna and Venice. 

... It was customary for a dealer from whom a work of ar« 
was purchased to arrange for its crating, packing and dispatch. 
The small dealer in Rome was apparently unfamiliar with this 
procedure, and the marble heads of the “Republican Senator” 
and tlxc “Lion” were deUvered to Getty at the Hotel Excelsior. 

“I’ll have to get Amcxco — the American Express Company 
— to ship diem for me,” he told Mueller as.^ togcdicr, diey 
re-examined and admired his recent acauisidons of Roman 
sculpture. . . . 

Later, at Rome’s Zoological Gardens, the unpredictable 
Getty apofogized to the art dealer: “Forgive me for rushing 
you down here, but the ‘Lion’s Head’ made me homesick for 
Teresa. I really nxiss my animal kingdom when I’m abroad for 
any length of time.” 

Mueller vividly remembered liis first encounter with Teresa, 
die lioness at the ranch m Santa Monica. He enquired whether 
there were any recent, additions to the American’s zoo family. 

“I haven’t bought .any more stock for myself, but 1 diJ buy 
a cliimpanzce for our County Zoo.” 

The C'ounty Zoo, apparendy, was minus chimpanzees, and 
the youngsters who visited there had long clamoured for these 
fiivourites. 

Getty went on to s.ay th.at he was a Director of the Los 
Angeles Zoologic.xl Society .md, when time and place per- 
mitted, enjoyed participating in its acrivities. “Though I’m 
sorry to have to admit that I’m a shockingly in.activc member.” 

All the animals in Rome’s Zoological Gardens were kept in 
their natural habitat, or as close to it as possible, and were 
often separated from die public by ditches ^jnly. 
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As on previous occasions, the art dealer expressed astonish- 
ment at his companion’s sensitive imderstanding of, and feeling 
for, these wild creatures. Some sort of communion appeared to 
exist between them. The great beasts purred, or roared out 
their greeting, as the American .approached. 

• The roar of a lion reverberated, and caused the Dutchman to 
jump back. His eyes began to bhnk at an increased speed, and 
Getty could barely refrain from laughter. A second roar was 
even longer and louder. 

“It’s remarkable how these great beasts can sense if a human 
is familiar with their kind. I’ll bet this handsome fellow can 
smell Teresa — even though she’s six dioiisand miles away.’’ 
The hon shook his handsome mane and roared once again. 
“Isn’t he magnificent?’’ Getty turned round only to discover 
that he was talking to himself His companion had sidled 
away, as far as possible out of earshot of the massive lung- 
power of tliis king of the jimgle, and was standing somewhat 
sheepishly, nervously mopping liis brow with a handkerchief 

The House of Livia on the Palatine recalled to their minds a 
portrait-bust of the Empress which was in the ranch museum. 

Exploring what remained of this house, Professor Curtins 
smilingly enquired whether his American friend held any 
preconceived theories relative to his own^ sculptured head 
of Livia. 

“I have. But 1 shall reserve Livia’s story for some otlier 
time.’’ 

. . . The House of Livia is a rich dwelling with elegant mural 
paintings. On the right, a triclinium opens on to a square court. 
At the back are some large rooms, the centre one being a 
tablinum, decorated in late Pompeiian style. Of two side rooms 
{alae), the one «)n the left has a yellow frieze representing small 
scenes wliich arc \ery fine example* of Alexandrian art. In the 
middle room a fresco represents the myth of lo and Argus. . . . 

“Augustus was both loved and respected,’’ agreed the 
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Professor. “Not only in Italy, but also to the north and 
south.” 

“I saw tlic magnificent ‘Trophy of Augustus’ at La Turbic 
in the Alpcs Maritimes some years ago,” (Jetty told him. “It’s 
still in an interesting state of preservation.” 

“I am very sorry tliat you never visit Rome during thc^ 
summer montlis,” said Curtius. “To describe the beauty of 
opera as it is staged in the ruins of the Baths of Caracalla is 
beyond my descriptive powers. No,” he replied to Mueller, 
“tlie Caracalla Baths were, of course, smaller than the Baths 
of Diocletian, although they surpassed them in magnificence. 
You must both make an elFort to hear Italian opera performed 
in such a setting. If you arc ever fortunate enough to sec 
Mt'phistophelcs, you will never forget it. Even La Scala in 
Milan docs noi ♦ it any better, ifas well, or as dramatically. 
The natural scenery of these high, jagged ruins of Caracalla, 
with their Background and interlacing patterns of tall cypress 
trees, makes such a sight unforgettable. And at that time of 
y«ir there is often a full moon in a cloudless sky to enhance its 
fairy-tale setting. You should certainly make an effort to visit 
Rome in the summer mondis.” 

. . . Under the Capitolinc Hill they recalled tlic legendary 
origins of Rome as the she-wolf stalked moodily around her 


Entries in (Jetty’s diary were numerous these days: 

“Borghese CJallery . . . marvellous sculptures and paintings, 
(^olonna (Lallery . . . wonderful marble-floored salon, fine 
pictures and sculptures, lhazza Navona — changed times . . . 
the foriiKT Massiim P.ilace is now an apartment house. Visited 
the Villa Julia. 

“Am convinceil, from^ my recent reading, that Greek 
sculpture had not died out in Greece even in the time of 
I lerodes Atticus, die greatest of all patrons of Greek artists, 
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who lived ill tlic reigns of Hadrian, Antoninus Pius and 
Marcus Aurelius. 

“Professor Curtius says he expects to go to Greece. If only 
it were possible to time iny prospective \'isit with his ! What 
an education to be in Greece with him as a guide. I’m sure 
that Mueller would be equally appreciative. 

“Drove along the Via Cassia — ^a lonely road through typical 
Campagna scenery — to Via Flaminia and Prima Porta. 
Climbed tlie hill and visited tlic Villa of Livia and Augustus. 
This was their summer home, and it commands a fine view of 
the winding Tiber and the Campagna. With almost uncanny 
clarity, my mind was transported to tlie ancient world. I could 
sec my young Herakles, my Venus (before she had been 
mutilated) and my portrait-bust of Livia. Maybe it was 
fantasy; maybe it was fact. Who is to deny it one way or 
anodier? Some day I would Ukc to try my hand at writing 
their stories. Some day, if I ever have enough time. 

“Yesterday, we went to Ostia.” 

. . . Ostia Antica — ^formerly known as Ostium (taken from 
the ostium — or mouth — of the Tiber) was founded, according 
to legend, by Ancius Marcius. I lowever the surviving ruins do 
not date from earlier than the fourth ^entury B.c. Ostia was 
once the great commercial port of Rome. It began to decline 
under Constantine, and became progressively more deserted 
owing to die ravages of the malarial mosquito which infested 
the port. . . . 

The American had not visited Ostia since 1939, and he was 
much impressed by the new excavations there. The city itself 
was now half-excavated, about eighty-two acres being 
accounted for. 

Later, he made an entry in his diary: 

“Was thrilled to walk the anqcnt streets and enter the 
homes and public buildings of people who vanished so long 
ago. Was impressed by the modem look of the city, and its 
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conveniences and comforts, which arc well up to present- 
day standards. 

. . . The ruins of Hadrian’s Villa are vast, and excavations 
arc taking place in several of its various neighbourhoods. 
Professor Curtius showed his two “disciples” the best vantage 
point from which to survey the villa — on a hill beliind the 
Serapeum. 

When building this, his favourite residence, Hadrian’s 
objective was to recall to memory those places which had most 
impressed him during his extensive travels in tlic Empire. He 
attempted to reproduce tliem in liis own home . . . die Lyceum, 
die Academia, the Prytaneum and the Stoa Poikilc of Athens; 
the Canopus of die Egyptian Delta; and the Vale of Tempe in 
Thessaly. 

The Greek Theatre, one hundred and eighteen feet in 
diameter, still retains its original form. A cypress avenue leads 
to the Poikilc — once a fascimilc of die renowned arcade in 
Athens. Hadrian’s reproduction of this arcade was a peristyle 
in the middle of wliich was a large pool. Its surrounding area 
was probably a racecourse. Its substructure — a wall with three 
rows of small chambers — was apparently once occupied by 
the Praetorians. A rectangular building with an apse, attributed 
as being the ruins of die Philosopher’s Hall, contained numer- 
ous niches for statuary. 

Here Getty’s lively imagination came into play. Professor 
Curtius suggested that his friend’s statue of the young “Heraklcs” 
would probably have stood in die vicinity of the Temple of 
Serapis. 

Critically, the American surveyed die Canopus, which 
proved to be an elongated hollow designed in imitation of a 
sanctuary consecrated to Serapis, the original of which stood 
in the neighbourhood of Alexandria m Egypt. At the head of 
this sanctuary was the Temple of Serapis. 

Ruins of die Stadium, die Small Badis,*the Great Baths 
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and of an immense swimming pool bounded by a Crypto- 
porticus which lead to a Pra^torium, were equally impressive 
and stimulating to the imagination. 

Ruins of die Imperial Palace itself comprised several build- 
ings grouped around four peristyles. The Piazzo D’oro, the 
Doric Atrium, the Great Peristyle and die Court of the 
Libraries were all still in evidence and could be imaginatively 
reconstructed. The Great Peristyle was formed by sixty 
columns and, alongside, one of its series of rooms contained 
vacant niches formerly occupied by statues. 

“Here, I diink,” Professor Curtins indicated, pointing with 
his walking stick, “is anodicr place where your ‘Hcrakles’ might 
have stood. It is also quite possible that marbles adorned the 
main chambers in the Court of Libraries — perhaps in the 
Greek Library or in the Latm Library.'’ 

Mueller made an observation that marble statuary, generally 
limited to portrait-busts of medium size, or bronzes were the 
customary library embellishments. 

“rm inclined to believe my ‘Hcrakles* occupied a nichV 
in one of these rooms alongside the Great Peristyle which was 
part of the Imperial Palace itself," said Getty. “As you’ll 
doubtless recall, Professor, all die statuary discovered in and 
around the Temple* of Scrapis was Egyptian. Most of it is 
now in the Capitoline and the Vatican Museums." 

Professor Curtius lapsed into a thoughtfiil silence. “Your 
theory is more logical than mine," he said finally. “I am not 
adept at reconstructing how or where a marble statue would 
stand — only at how or where buildings have stood, and dieir 
relation to and with ancient life as indicated by archxological 
survey." 

It was evident to both Mueller and Curtius that the American 
was unusually preoccupied. His mind seemed to be dwelling 
on things far away from this scene. 

Was he — once again — mentally traversing those distant 
horizons of civili^tion’s distant eras? 
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Simultaneously tliis thought must have occurred to both 
men. They exchanged an understanding glance. 

. . . Anzio, Antium in ancient times, revealed no sign of 
Nero’s Villa, in front of which the seven-eighths life-sized 
marble torso of “Venus witli the Looking-glass” or “Aphro- 
dite”, as she is perhaps better known (now in the ranch 
museum), was recovered from the sea. But concrete “Pill- 
boxes” — remnants of World War II — and much evidence of 
bombings were grim reminders that the beaches at Anzio had 
been major battlefronts. 

To compensate for this sacrilege, the rather primitive villages 
had now evolved into little modern towns. Square white 
buildings, neon lighting, drug-stoi^cs with soda fountains and 
gleaming, chromuini-platcd fittings, news-stands bedecked 
with gaily-covered magazines — ^all were now part of die 
scenic pattern. 

As they critically surveyed one such scene, Getty observed: 

' It isn’t picturesque or colourful as it was before, but I’ll bet 
it’s a whole lot more comfortable to live in. A slice of pure 
Americana — twentieth-century edition — sandwiched between 
Italian Renaissance and the remains of the medieval and ancient 
worlds. It’s a strange Sandwich ! Could be it’s a significant one. 
Could be,” he mused. 

... At several points, later, dicy were to encounter other 
replicas of small towns such as one might find in any part of 
the United States, now leplacing some former Italian village 
which had suffered extensive bomb damage during World 
War II 

It was always a pleasure to study photogiaphs of works of 
art in his ranch museum — ^a pleasure enhanced when shared 
with such a distinguishcd*authority as Piofcssor Curtius, who 
showed a lively interest in all matters conceniing art. 

Discussing a photograph of a handsome blue Sevres vase 
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decorated with gilt mounts by Gouthiere, the American 
explained how this had been a favourite objet d'art of Marie 
Antoinette — ^its original owner — and was always greatly 
admired by her dose fnend, Countess Lubomirska. In 1793, 
during the French Revolution, when certain ctmtents of tlie 
Palace of Versailles were being auctioned, Countess Lubo- 
mirska made the long journey to Versailles from her estate at 
Landshut in Poland for die special purpose of purchasing this 
vase. Acquiring it, she took it back to Poland widi her. Count 
Alfred Potocki, her great-great grandson, eventually inlicrited 
the estate at Landshut, where he Uved until Germany invaded 
Poland in 1939. Jt was he who sold Marie Antoinette’s favourite 
blue Sevres vase to Getty. 

These photographs revived a temporarily discarded plan to 
catalogue the ranch museum art collection. The upshot of this 
conversation was that Professor Curtius undertoqk to cata- 
logue the marble antiquities and suggested Mueller might do 
the same for the paintings. 

The Dutch art dealer protested that he was not quaUfied for 
such a task : an authority in or adviser to a museum would be 
a more desirable choice. Curtius was an eminent official at 
the German Archaiological Institute in Rome, and Mueller 
maintained that cataloguing miscellaneous paintings demanded 
someone of similar stature — for example, Dr. .Valentincr of the 
Los Angeles Museum. Also an authority from die Louvre in 
Paris — ^if someone were available — would be die logical person 
to catalogue the French furniture, tapestries and carpets. 

“1 am merely an art dealer. I make no claim to being 
an authority,” Mueller declined with a broad smile and — with 
what was rare for the always accommodating Dutchman — an 
unexpected firmness. 

. . . No matter how late the Hour, Getty always jotted 
down before retiring “events and comments of the day” in his 
little diary or log-book. Some new additions read: 
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“In my opinion, Mueller under-estimates his own ability.” 

“Curtius has agreed to catalogue my marble antiquities, so 
tonight have cabled home for large photographs of every 
marble in my collection.” 

“Also wrote Dr. Valentincr re cataloguing my paintings.” 

“A call from Paris. Rosenberg and Sticbel have accepted 
my offer for the Duke’s secretaire. As always, luck — or 
chance — plays a part in the affairs of man. Even in building an 
art collection. . . .” 

Next day when discussing the ranch museum’s latest 
acquisition and speculating on the strange and diverse route by 
which an art treasure ultimately joins a collection, Getty related : 

“It’s well over a year ago. 1 was lunching at White’s Club 
in London ».ith a friend of mine— a Duke of Scottish descent. 
When the conversation turned to art, he told me that his 
ancestors Rad bequeathed to him the more or less usual quota 
of uninteresting paintings and unimportant French furniture. 

• “He had never considered selling his works of art. If I were 
seriously interested in any he owned — well, he might change 
his mind. I was invited to spend tliat w'cek-end at his castle 
in the Scottish Highlands, his family scat. A few pieces of 
eighteenth-century French furniture were tliere, the finest 
being a large sccrct.'iirc acquired by a certain Lady Eh 'jbetli — 
the Duke’s ancestress — on a visit to Paris way back in 1760. 

“He was so modest about liis possessions that I ii.iagined he 
owned notliiiig beyond run-of-the-mill art objects ! I’d like to 
have accepted his invitation, but had too many calls on my time. 

“Strange as Fate, right after luncheon I met a friend, a 
famous connoisseur of French furniture. Most important 
examples in private lollections, museums, or belonging to 
British nobility are known to him. He couldn’t recollect any- 
diing outstanding in thg Duke’s familv. However, he 'vas 
going to Scotland in the near future, so I suggested that he 
look in at the castle, on my behalf. If h« saw anytliing of 
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importance, lie could advise me — subject, of course, to die 
Duke's approval. 

“I was in Italy when, a couple of niondis later, he reported 
that much to his surprise a superb example of eiglitcenth- 
century French furniture was in the castle. Yes; it was the 
4 rge secretaire which the Duke’s ancestress, the Lady Eliza- 
beth, had acquired in Paris in 1760.” Getty forestalled Mueller’s 
eager questioning and continued: “I was advised to purchase 
it, so began negotiations. But on realizing its importance and 
value, the Duke accepted an immediate offer. The secretaire 
my friend expertized as being by Burb, and one of Burb’s 
greatest examples, was already sold.” 

Getty went ofi to describe his efforts to trace the new owner 
of this treasure, who was said to be in London, and of how all 
knowledge of its purchase* was denied. Enquiries at a name 
and address in New York where the desk was said to have 
been shipped, drew a blank. Any knowledge of thif piece was 
disclaimed. 

“Sure, I was sore at losing a treasure I felt I’d virtually 
uncovered. But I could do nodiing except resign myself to 
the fact that one great example of eightecndi-ccntuiy French 
furniture was lost to me. I kicked myself for not having 
accepted the Duke’s invitation.” 

Many rumours as to new ownership and the whereabouts 
of the secretaire floated around, vague arid unconfirmed. 
Finally, the American gave up all idea of acquiring it. The 
Burb desk seemed to have disappeared. 

A year lalcr, in l^aris, a casual mention that the Galeries 
Charpentier were selling some important paintings took Getty 
to die sale. There he met Sticbcl, whom he imagined to be in 
New York. 

As usual Stiebcl acted as liis guide, pointing out the most 
important works in die (Valeries. D^iring this “instruction”, 
the American recalled that, among others, his firm were 
rumoured as having acquired the Duke’s secretaire. 
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At first Sticbel declined to speak about it, but eventually 
admitted that this precious piece of furniture was in their 
possession in New York. His firm had acquired it as a private 
investment — not for resale — hence the secrecy surrounding its 
mysterious purchaser. 

“Well, should you ever decide to sell, here is my firm offer 
the American quoted an attractive figure. . . . 

Now, he told Mueller, “Late last night Sticbel called me 
from Paris. Apparently he’s just returned from New York. A 
chance remark about a sale of paintings — a chance meeting 
— and the mystery was solved. And now this magnificent 
example by Burb is mine.” 

Getty went on: “Sticbel, W'ho’s probably seen more French 
furnitiUw tlian anyone else from *(iatchina in Russia to San 
Francisco in the U.S.A., is an excellent judge. I asked him 
wliich, in Ins opinion, were the dozen most important master- 
pieces of cighteentli-century French furniture in both public 
Ind private collections at the present time. He listed them 
thus : 

“Number one is my newest treasure, the large secretaire by 
Burb. Two is the Metternich bureau plat, for which Baron 
Edmond dc Rothsclujd reputedly paid one million gold francs 
to Count Metternich in 1900: its at Maurice dc Rotlnchild’s 
home at Pregny, near Geneva. Number three is a Sevres 
plaque commode, also at Pregny, Four is the bureau du roi, by 
Oeben, in the Louvre. Number five is a black lacquer com- 
mode in the Vienna Museum. Six is a Dubois cornerpiece, the 
property of Baron de Rothschild. Number seven is my own 
little green lacquer table by Burb. Eight and nine are a pair of 
bonheurs-de-jour in the Hillingdon Collection. Number ten 
is a bonheur-de-jour in the Camondo Collection. Eleven is a 
Sevres plaque table in tlic Wallace CoMection. And number 
twelve is a Cressent mcdailler owned by Calouste Cnilbenkian, 
which is in the National Gallery in Washiif^ton.” 
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The Dutch art dealer displayed his evident satisfaction. “So 
your collection can now boast two out of the twelve most 
important examples of eighteenth-century French furniture 
known to exist. Even to the number one piece. . . .” 

“Yes, thanks to your persistent effort to impress upon me 
that only the best is good enough. And that a fine work of art 
can never be gauged by its price-tag. For, as a fine work of art, 
it is virtually beyond price.” 

Mueller beamed and said: “Your r.vnch museum and myself 
have an affinity. Its trial and error have become almost a 
personal challenge.” 

Suddenly all sightseeing came to an abrupt halt. 

“I am a businessman before all else,” Getty told the Dutch- 
man. “Business letters, business reports, business conferences, 
business problems make up the greatest part of my life. And if 
the midnight oil has to be burned, well it is burned, until my 
desk is clear, and I can go to bed with a clear conscience.” 

. . . The Church of Loreto evoked die legend of the missing 
Raphael. 

“Imagine, Professor, how Mueller whetted my imagination 
widi visions of my ‘Madomia of Loreto' turning out to be 
the original! But th'e liighcst of authorities recently declared 
it to be only a copy — and not even one of the best,” (ietty 
said ruefully. 

Later on the mysterious disappearance of great works of 
art provided a topic of conversation over die luncheon table 
at Passetto’s. 

“Sometimes, though, they reappeared,” said die Dutch art 
dealer with authority. He cited the case of Rembrandt’s 
“Marten Looten,” which was lost from sight for so long before 
being discovered among the possessions of Cardinal Fesch, 
then French Ambassador to the Vatifan. 

“What a stimulating experience it would be,” amiounced 
Professor Curtius,* “to pursue a work of art — ^say, an ancient 
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Greek marbJc — trom its conception to its creation and through- 
out its life history.” 

The American’s eyes widened, alert with interest. “After a 
fasliion, tlut is what I have tried to do by delving into back- 
grounds of my treasures. The idea — ^in dicory — ^was pro- 
vocative. In practice, however, it yielded little.” 

“Ah,” said Curtius, “you evidently kept your imagination 
in check. Facts often prove disappointing. One must liven them 
with fiction. Let me assure you that even our archaeological 
surveys arc coloured by imagination. True, our objective is to 
be factual, but we try' to avoid the drabness which often 
accompanies factuality. Reconstructing other eras of life on this 
planet stimulates the imagination.” I lis voice ‘took on a note 
of urgency. “Please colour your facts — ^witliout distorting 
them. Let ^nur imagiiutive mind embellish whatever facts 
you unearth, and salve your conscience with tlic drought that 
author’s licence is not only permissible — it is universally 
practised and accepted.” 

• Conversation turned to Greece. Professor Curtius insisted 
drat Latin and Greek .authors were hard to read. Their thinking 
was different. He said it took him approximately two hours to 
read twenty pages. Church Latin, he nnaintained, was simple. 
It was similar to street Latin of the fourda and fifth c enturics. 
Xenophon, die Greek author, he found c.\sy to folio vv. But 
Plato, Thucydides and y®scliylus were all difficult for a modem 
mind to understand : there were always differences of opinion 
relative to die interpretation of many passages in their 
works. 

Mueller took no part in this discussion; it was a subject of 
which he possessed little knowledge beyond the smattering of 
Latin he remembered from liis college days. On the contrary, 
die American appeared as famihar widi Greek authors and 
ancient languages as die Ipamed Professor liimsclf. 

“How I love Rome,” Getty observed as they emerged from 
Passetto’s and walked along die street. “Foi* me, diis city has 
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everything Paris has to offer . . . plus.” He drew a deep, 
appreciative brcatli. 

. . . Roma, old Roma and Roma Antica — tlirce cities in 
one. The Rome of today, with its fashionable salons, lovely 
^nllas, plush hotels, movie theatres — as cosmopolitan as any 
city to be found in Europe. The Rome of yesterday, with its 
alley-like winding streets, as medieval as any existing in Italy. 
And, thirty feet below ground level, buried by dust of the 
centuries, ancient Rome. 

Where excavations had already taken place, the ancient city 
was exposed. Standing on a street in old Rome, surrounded by 
monuments ormodern Rome, one looked down on remnants 
of streets, forums and buildings constructed two thousand 
years before. Now they were once again visible to the human 
eye. . . . 

This unique combination was a sight of which (!ietty never 
wearied. “How I love this city!” he repeated. 

Of Rome’s many wonderful churches, St. Paul's, with fts 
row upon row of ancient stone columns, was his favourite. 
“Although I agree there is no other edifice in the world to 
compare witli St. Peter’s for splendour.” 

... St. Paul’s waS austere where St. .Peter’s was ornate. Its 
avenues of antique colunms, rising from the floor to the 
immense vaulted ceiling, cast intriguing criss‘-cri>ss shadows as 
shafts of sunlight pierced the windows. . . . 

They found it difficult to tear themselves away from Rome 
and its enchantment. The American deplored die fact that time 
was an element only a fortunate few could afford to ignore, 
and that he was not one of those fortunate few. 

“Personally, I’d enjoy staying here for months. My urge to 
learn more about the ancient world is irresistible. Those earlier 
civilizations set die pattern for ou^s today. And I’m not so 
sure that people then were not wiser dian we are. Our present- 
day statesmen aftd politicians could take lessons from the 

266 



Rome 


Greeks and early Romans. The future of this planet we call 
our world is shaped by past events. Who was it coined the 
phrase that ‘history always repeats itself’?” 

By dint of good management their visit to Greece was 
fixed to coincide with that of Professor Curtins, who was to 
attend a meeting in Athens. 

“This trip has certainly been momentous,” Getty told his 
companion. “Mueller, in the parlance of America, I repeat 
that you surely arc my good luck piece ! I hope you’ve enjoyed 
these travels as much as I have.” 

. . . Despite a cliill in the evening air, the sidewalk tables 
outside Doney’s were filling up with tlicir rbgular clientele 
of internationals. From die terrace of his hotel room, which 
also com r,,. 'led a view of the distant Colosseum and die 
glistening white marble dome of St. Peter’s, die American 
exclaimed:* “Via Vencto has become a conglomeration of 
all the Bond Streets, Rues de la Paix and Champs Elysees of 
Europe !” 

Mueller, whom he addressed, was reflecting on aspects of 
Rome relatively unimport;mt to Getty. Like most Dutchmen, 
Mueller ate for pleasure and enjoyment, not merely as a 
necessity. “Passetto's”^ . . . where the cuisine pandered to his 
palate . . . Fcttucini at “Alfredo’s, where the maestro initiated 
newcomers by p<?rsonally mixing the gleaming noodles, butter 
and cheese with a golden fork and spoon. Who, anywhere, 
could compete with the fat, genial Alfredo, ivhosc elaborate 
presentation of simple fcttucini made one feel an honoured 
guest? He recalled the plush, sophisticated Open Gate Club 
. . . the American, presumably occupied in business con- 
ferences, was already watching the floor-show when the 
Dutchman and a “friend” arrived there. Both Getty and 
himself diplomatically rel^aiiied from making any reference 
to that evening and its embarrassing head-on collision. . . . 

Numerous trattorie and their recommenck'd local wine or 
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wines of die district gratified his palate. He inherited a taste for 
ambrosia, a full-bodied red wine, rich in bouquet. So many and 
such varied memories of these memorable travels! Professor 
Curtius — ^his precise manner, unexpectedly bluff laugh and 
good-natured tolerance of the two “disciples” who so eagerly 
fook advantage of liis scholarly guidance. It was going to be 
difficult to adjust himself to a more prosaic way of Ufe when 
these travels ended. 

“I guess we’ll have to change into dinner Jackets for the 
opera,” the American interrupted Mueller’s reverie. 

... To hear Puccini’s work performed in his native land was 
an opportunity not to be missed, declared Getty, who invited 
both Mueller 'and Ciurtins to the opera season’s opening 
performance, which coincided with their last night in 
Rome. ... 

Between acts, die foyer of Rome’s beautiful Oj)cra House 
presented a ghttering social scene. 

“Ah, yes,” Professor Curtius said, contentedly puffing on his 
cigar, “die women of Rome have always been famous for 
their elegance.” 

“Their looks, too. I’d say.” His host appraised the fasliion- 
ably dressed and jewelled women and their conventionally 
attired “black-tied” escorts. 

The Dutch art dealer made no comment, bdt his eyes blinked 
with increasing rapidity as one lovely lady after another 
brushed past him on her way dirough the crowded foyer. 

“Wagner as performed in Bayreuth and Puccini as per- 
formed in Italy arc memorable experiences for us, aren’t they, 
Mueller?” said Getty. 

They made an interesting trio . . . the corpulent little 
Dutchman in an obviously new dinner jacket, his accessories 
all fastidiously correct; the dignified elderly Professor in old- 
fashioned evening dress, distinguished, his beard freshly 
trimmed and a gold-knobbed walking stick to aid his gait; 
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tlic tall American with his characteristic easy poise and lean 
face of almost mask-like coldness, until he smiled. 

The Professor nodded greetings to a few acquaintances, 
and Prince Vittorio Massimo, who knew liim but slightly, 
was sufficiently intrigued by the trio to proffer a personal 
salutation. 

Introductions were effected and the Prince, a lively young 
Roman patrician, said that he had heard of the American’s 
fine art collection. 

“I’ve heard of you, too,” replied Getty, returning the 
compliment. And he repeated an anecdote of how, when 
Napoleon once asked a member of the distinguished Massimo 
family whether there was any truth in tlic statement that they 
were desccnciaiics of tlic Emperor Maximus, the reply was: “I 
do not knejw, Sire, but it has been a rumour in our fanuly for 
some two thousand years.” 

With a flash of wliitc tectli, the Prince retorted: “We 
believe it to be true, of course. We arc a verv old Roman 
family and until recently, like my ancestors, 1 served as a 
member of the Papal Bodyguard.” 

Prince Vittorio Massimo possessed a notable collection of 
Etruscan art, “Some of which I dug up myself,” he said, and 
invited them to sec the latest additions to his treasures. 

“Let me drive you out to Capena— it’s only thirty kilo- 
meters from Rome — ^and show you some recent discoveries. 
Wc can start early, be back in time for lunch at my home, see 
my modest collection, and you will still be able to leave for 
Naples in the early afternoon.” 

It was never difficult to tempt tlic American, witli his avidly 
enquiring mind: tlie Dutchman was, as ever, amenable; and 
Curtius was intrigued. 

‘‘You arc a surprising ‘yoimg man,” he told the Prince, 
and went on to explain to liis two companions how Prince 
Vittorio and his elder brotlicr, both students of Etruscan art 
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and therefore interested in archaeology, spent their leisure time 
excavating for ancient remains. 

“This time, sir, we turned our findings over to the autlior- 
ities. These excavations are of real importance — not merely 
Etruscan objects such as we have often uneartlied for our own 
•collection,’ ' said the Prince. 

. . . Next day at the old castcllo belonging to the Massimo 
family, Prince Vittorio showed his guests hundreds of small 
terra-cotta objects and fragments which had been discovered 
in the vicinity of Capena. He related how he came upon a 
mound of freshly-dug earth and a broken statue on a hill 
hitlierto untouched. 

“A workman, diggings for treasure, evidently found the 
broken statue, considered it worthless and left it on the 
hill. I started to investigate and began digging therp. For some 
time it appeared a fruitless task, but eventually a number 
of terra-cotta objects came to light. I recognized them as 
being votive offerings — which indicated something important 
existed deeper down. But deep excavation needs Government 
sponsorship. It took me some time to convince the authorities. 
Now across those ^ fields you will see the results of my 
discovery.” 

. . . “It’s a miniature Ostia,” said (ictty with delight. 

Professor Curtius made no comment, but walked slowly 
around the excavated area critically examining earth, stone 
and structure. 

“Only arch<X’ologists who are actually employed on this site 
know any of the details of these excavations,” explained the 
Prince. “The audioritics preferred to wait for a while before 
issuing a public report on our findings.” 

Curtius was in his element; it wai difficult to pry him away. 
“I am deeply indebted to you for showing me these diggings. 
I cannot imagine why I have not heard of them before. It 
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seems incredible that I should have been ignorant of such 
important developments so close to home.” 

Later, it was equally difficult to pry him away from 
Massimo’s private collection of Etruscan art objects, w'hich, 
according to Professor Curtius, contained many pieces of 
major importance. 


So ended what the American pronounced to be his most 
stimulating stay in Rome. Previous visits suffered by com- 
parison. True, he had departed from his original intention to 
explore the backgrounds of his art treasures. Vet some of liis 
activities were directly or indirectly related to art, he main- 
tained. Ana ,vhat an educational festa it had been! 

. . . RelXxed, as always, when behind the wheel of his 
Cadillac, (ietty steered the car througli Renne’s traffic maze, 
ciproutc for Naples. In about ten days’ time they would board 
ship for Piranis. Greece excited his imagination. What a soul- 
satisfying finale to these travels. He glanced at his companion. 
But Mueller was absorbed in the notes which Prince Vittorio 
Massimo had thoughtfully provided for inclusion in the 
American’s “log book of comments and events”: 

COLONIA JULIA FELIX LUCO FERONIENSE 

“This little military town, discovered in 195a, is now being 
excavated. It is located abc)ut thirty kilometres from Rome on 
Via Tiberina, in the territory of the village of Capena near the 
castle of Scorano. 

“The town was developed in the immediate vicinity of a 
pre-existing religious centre dedicated to the cult of the 
goddess Feronia. She was strictly an Italic goddess, venerated 
mainly by farmers and by freed slaves. 

“A little path on the left-hand side of the*hill leads to the 
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excavations where a forum is being uncovered. The funda- 
ments and trunks of several columns have been found. Also 
excavated were fundaments of statues bearing inscriptions 
from the second century b.c. Along the traces of this forum 
several shops were discovered. 

f*. “On the right-hand side of die little path, a stipes was 
excavated. This contained a great number of votive objects in 
terra-cotta, pertaining to the temple of the goddess Feronia. It 
is suppose il that die precise location of diis temple was between 
the stipes and the forum, which is exactly where die path 
crosses. The objects found in this stipes might date from the 
fifdi century b.c. onwards. This indicates diat the temple of 
Feronia was greatly venerated even after being looted and 
destroyed by Hannibal during his Italian campaign. 

All inscriptions found in diis zone refer to the cult of the 
goddess Feronia. It may dierefore be concluded that the famous 
Attic temple existed in this zone. 
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Prelude to Greece 


\S they drove from Rome to Naples, Mueller observed 
/-A the American’s vigilant study of the landscape. The 
jL JL latter explained: ‘'It’sahabitof mine, dating back to the 
time I started in business. Finding oil has been one of my major 
occupations. Tve studied petroleum geology ^nd oil-finding 
long enough to realize that oil is where you find it. A ‘nose for 
oil’ is t:al ! The territory arouftd here is sedimentary, and 
could be productive given the right kind of structure. Such 
structures arc often visible to the trained eye. To me, every 
trip through possible oil territeny is a journey of recon- 
ifaissance.” 

Not only through oil territory, the Dutchman thought. He 
recalled occasions when, driving past a flictory, his companion 
liad stopped the car in order to find out what kind of plant it 
was, what sort of goods were manufictured there, and so on. 
A furniture factory had proved of special interest; and per- 
missit^n was obtained to view its assembly line — tor what 
purpose, Mueller could only guess. Another time it was a 
factory making aircraft parts. CJetty was denied entrance — it 
was a CJovcrnment pn^perty — but the day watchman took 
him on a tour of its outer buildings. 

. . . Naples, spreading fan-wise above one of the world’s 
most beautiful bays, situated at the foot of die Phlegraean 
Fields and opposite Vesuvius, is still die intellectual and 
commercial centre of southern Italy. Apart from die beauty of 
her natural surroiuidings, she is gay, nC>isy, exuberant — 


s 


273 



Collectors Choice 


typically Mediterranean in character. Rich in works of art of 
the thirteenth-century, Renaissance and scvcntccnth-century 
periods, her Museo Nazionale also boasts unparalleled treasures 
from the excavated towns of Herculaneum and Pompeii — 
both of which were buried by the Vesuvius eruption of 

\D. 79 

The beauty of the fabulous Bay of Naples inspired exclama- 
tions — and certain reservations: absence of the familiar fuimel 
of smoke rising from the mouth of Vesuvius had caused the 
scene to lose some of its former magic. 

“Such a beautiful spot, Napoli. But talk about living on the 
edge of a volcano!” The American’s facial expression was 
eloquent. * 

. . . The Museo Nazioiulc (National Museum), housed in a 
vast palace, is one of the world’s richest in antique sculptures and 
materials for study of the civilization and art of Magna Gra'cia. 

“Only in Greece itself can one find sculptures ‘to surpass 
some of these. As for mosaics — can any surpass them?” The 
Dutch art dealer was in his element, as he contrasted tht 
antique marble group of “Antiope” with its woven version as 
portrayed in a Beauvais tapestry panel in the ranch- museum, 
one of the famous “Loves of die Gods” scries designed by 
Fran 9 ois Boucher. Forthwith he related the legend of Antiope, 
refreshing his companion’s memories of Greek mythology. 

. . . Antiope was a great beauty and the Satyr, Zeus, also 
known as Jupiter, took her by force. She ran away, and 
her father, in order to avenge this act, killed himself. In 
revenge, Antiopc’s brother Lyccus killed her husband and 
then, finding the truant Antiope, imprisoned her. Site escaped 
from prison and on the Plains bore twin sons, Amphian and 
Zethus, who were brought up by die local herdsmen. 

Dirce, the wife of Lyccus, was ins^cly jealous of Antiope’s 
beauty and made constant trouble for her. When Antiopc’s 
twin sons grew t6 maturity, they killed Lyceus in order to 
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avenge their mother’s suffering, and then boimd their jealous 
aunt to the horns of a mad bull. 

Dionysus, also known as Bacchus, god of wine, made 
Antiopc mad and caused her to wander restlessly all over 
Greece untU she became cured. Afterwards, Antiopc married 
Phocus of Tidiorca on Mount Parnassus. And there they weje 
both ultimately buried in one grave. . . . 

Cietty’s sightseeing lust was apparently still insatiable. 
“We’ll see their grave if die dust of ages liasn’t scavenged it 
beyond recognition,” he said to Mueller hopefully. 

. . . The environs of Naples enchanted thenl. Nisida, wliich 
they entered through a causeway, Pozzuoli and Posillipo. 
Numcroiii i > iters of die volc.inic region of Campi Flegrci 
have resulted in the formation of picturesque hills, and they 
saw remams of Cape Miseno and Mount Procida, which 
Homer and Virgil used as settings for some of their poetry. 
Baia, fashionable bathing resort of Romans in the early days 
of dicir Empire, now only offered ruins of its once-luxurious 
villas and remains of three so-called temples. 

They found die richness of these environs, steeped in 
mythology and legeqd, the perfect prelude to a visit to Greece, 
and saw Porto di Miseno — die antique Misenuin- -built by 
Marcus Agrippi as a refuge for die Tyrrhenian fleet. Misenus, 
trumpeter to iCncas, is said to be buried there. 

The Ampliithcatre at Pozzuoli was completed in die reign 
of Vespasian; its substructure amazed them. The series of 
rooms were in such excellent preservation that it was a simple 
nutter to visualize them as dens housing wild beasts, and the 
adjoining rooms as containing complicated stage machinery 
to hoist the animals up into the arena. 

At Cunix — ^iiow knovipi as Cunia and which as Kymc was 
one of the oldest Greek colonics in the West — they found the 
Acropolis surrounded by ramparts of thc*fiftii century B.c. 

275 



Collectors Chbice 


Imposing ruins of these walls were still visible. On die acro- 
polis, temples of Apollo and of Jupiter had long been trans- 
formed into Christian churches. At its foot dicrc was the 
trapezoidal Cave of the Cumaen Sybil. 

. . . Of that subterranean cave, Getty’s journal recorded: 
“Jt is a marvel in acoustics. The Sybil was in effect a fortune- 
teller, and faitliful believers in her powers were legion. She 
became almost a religion. When asking questions to solve their 
problems, her followers remained at one end of die distant 
corridor, and the Sybil’s voice as she amwered reverberated 
in mystic fasltion from her temple high on the lull. In die time 
of Augustus her believers were decreasing in numbers and 
considered higWy credulous by die sophisticated. 

“What a beautiful site for a city had Cuma ! 1 left it with 
regret as darkness fell.’’ 

The Greek Temples at Pacstum were likewise noted in his 
journal. “Paestum is a romantic ruin midst the silent plain of 
the Scle. Its wonderfully preserved Doric temples produce aft 
incomparable effect of majesty and grandeur. As Poseidonia 
(the city of Neptune), it was founded by Greeks from Sybaris 
in the sixdi century B.c. I learned that die Temple of Neptune 
ranks with the TheSeion at Athens and, with the Temple of 
Concord at Agrigento as being one of the best-preserved 
Greek temples in all of Europe,” 

And a later addition read: “Find myself much impressed 
by Italians’ passionate love for their cliildren. Noticed it many 
times, and especially yesterday at Nola, 

. . . Nola, birthplace of Augustus, had little else to offer of 
historic or ardsdc merit, and a mystified Mueller asked the 
reason for his companion’s keenness to Ausit the place. 

“Some day, maybe, you’ll find there was a reason,” the 
American said, a far-away look in his eyes. “Some day, 
maybe.” 
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Nola’s inhabitants were out in full force, for it was a festa, 
one of the innumerable Saints’ days observed as religious 
holidays in Italy. 

Their sightseeing attempts yielded little beyond muddy 
shoes and they found themselves standing in line at the one 
and only shoc-sliine stand in Nola’s main square. 

Ahead of them a man wearing patched clothes tightly held 
the hand of his little girl, aged about four. Despite evident 
poverty, the child wore a pretty white dress. When their turn 
came, it was her Uttle shoes which received attention, not those 
of her father, who obviously could not spare the precious 
thirty lire for his own use. But for his hamhina ! ! ! 

Mer tiny white shoes were cleaned as carefully as if they were 
the fabled golden slippers, and a grateful father held out the 
ncccss3«y ‘^-'irty lire. 

“Today is festa" said the shoe-cleaner. “I make a present 
to the hambina." He watched tlie little girl, beaming, as she 
paraded in her now spotless wliite shoes before her father, 
’ftrhosc eloquent brown eyes were aglow with that love the 
simplest Italian has for all bambini. . . . 

This item, in Getty’s journal concluded with: “The incident 
was human and touching. I gave die shoe-cleaner a little extra, 
to compensate. He was a man of simple dignity.’’ 

No business associates appeared in Naples; there were no 
conferences, but the American still spent many hours on his 
business reports and still, Mueller discovered, found time to 
study. 

Adhering to his formula for improving his accent and 
increasing lus vocabulary' in foreign languages by reading 
aloud whenever possible, Greek was now the challenge. 
“I’m woefully out of practice,’’ Getty said. “Oh, I know that 
speaking the language <jf a country isn’t strictly necessary. 
But it’s certainly an advantage. Haven i you found it so?’’ 

The Dutchman readily admitted that* his companion’s 
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fluent Italian had added to his own pleasure and convenience. 

“Of course, my knowledge of Greek is very limited. I’m 
far better at reading ancient Greek than speaking the modern 
language.” 


Talking about his collection and the future of the ranch 
museum, he expressed appreciation for die sincerity of 
Mueller’s interest and expert guidance. 

“I really don’t know how to thank you for so generously 
giving me your time, and so graciously putting up with my 
erratic way of life. You’re an indulgent travelling companion, 
Mueller.” 

On occasion, however, the latter found it difficult to keep 
pace with Getty’s restless 'energy, so diplomatically retired 
whenever a long period of strenuous activity threatened. 
Professor Curtius, despite liis seventy-seven years', had dis- 
played remarkable agility and endurance when Mueller felt 
taxed beyond liis physical resources. Now the Ainerican’f 
plan to sec the crater of Vesuvius was far from enticing, 
yet the Dutchman felt morally obligated to .accompany 
him. 


. . . The lower slopes of Mount Vesuvius, one of the most 
active volcanoes in the world, were once planted widi vine- 
yards, and a belt of woods just above them was famous for its 
wild boars. In a.d. 63 a violent earthquake caused serious 
damage to Pompeii, Herculaneum and Naples; in A.D. 79 the 
eruption of Vesuvius buried Pompeii, Herculaneum and 
Stabis. Subsequent eruptions occurred, but after die upheaval 
in 1500 a period of absolute quiescence set in for a hundred 
and thirty-one years. On December 16th, 163 1, another violent 
eruption destroyed all towns at the fpot of the mountain, and 
lava reached to the sea. Of several subsequent upheavals, the 
most terrible onc'occurred in 1871-2. Anodier in 1906 was 
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almost as violent. A new eruption in 1929 destroyed some fifty 
houses at Terzigno. The last eruption of Vesuvius was in 
March, 1944. . • . 

The two men drove up the moimtain road as far as the 
Observatory, where they stopped for lundi. Then they pro- 
ceeded past the Atrio del Cavallo and Valle dell’ Inferno to 
where the road ended, and parked the car. Vesuvius consists of 
a truncated cone called Mount Somnia, on the summit of 
wliich is a crater from whose centre rises a snull cone 
which is the properly so-called Vesuvius. 

It was that twenty-five-ininutc climb, on foot, fo its crater 
on the summit which Mueller found so distressing. 

A spectacular panorama spread before them. The crater 
itself— ail awe-inspiring sight — wtis many himdrcds of feet 
deep with vertical walls. It was quite safe to look into the 
bowels of the cr.ater, but no one was permitted to descend, 
tlie guide warned them. The volcano — ^now inactive — still 
ftieiiaced. The American’s eager questioning elicited the fact 
that there was a very small discharge of steam near the south- 
east rim of the crater. 

The Dutchman — as usual — envied liis companion’s lithe 
gait. He appeared to be exhilarated by their steep climb, 
while he himself w.as perspiring and experiencing some 
difficulty ill breathing. 

During the return journey to Naples, Mueller was notice- 
ably quiet, and on arrival at the Hotel Excelsior declared his 
intention to rest for a wlule. 

Complete absorption in his own activities and interests 
made Cetty unobservant of others, and consequently rather 
thoughdess. It never for one moment occurred to liim diat 
what was e.isy for him^ taxed others heavily. “Fuie, I’ll sec 
you around eight,” he said to Mucllei unconcernedly. “It it 
stays warm, we can eat at Zi Teresa’s. 
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They diiicd in the open air and at the water’s edge. 

Zi Teresa’s, a famous water-front restaurant, bustled with 
activity and was alive witli diners, waiters, flower-sellers and 
the inevitable musica. 

Getty talked of recent days spent at Pompeii. “Walking 
a^ong the Via dell’ Abbondattza to the Amphitheatre, I 
imagined myself back in those far-off days. That election 
propaganda we saw written on die walls, and the announce- 
ment of the Amphitheatre, seemed to be contemporary.’’ He 
quoted: Pompa Venatio Athletai. And in response to Mueller’s 
request interpreted: “A colourful procession would be covered 
by the word Pompa. Wild beast hunts would make Venatio, 
and Athletai would presumably be the gladiators.’’ 

The Great Palx*stra, with its immense swimming pool, 
graduated in depth as arc hiodcm swimming pools of today, 
and Pompeii’s fine homes made one realize the amenities of 
life in those days, said die art dealer. “Their plumbing of 
pracrically two thousand years ago is so obviously the pattern 
of ours of today.’’ * 

“I foiuid myself thinking of those boys who were around the 
swimming pool on that fatal August morning in the year 79. 
The excavations surely take us back in vivid fashion to that 
far-off Golden Age' of Imperial Rome ! I got the feeling that 
Pompeii’s inhabitants had only recently evacuated their city — 
instead of nineteen centuries ago. 

“And who could ever doubt that their Thermo’ Stabiana: is 
the blueprint for what we now call ‘Turkish Baths’?'’ 

. . . The frescoes and paintings on some of die walls and 
villas of Pompeii are a miracle of preservation, and, after 
studying them, Mueller and the American were able to dis- 
tinguish four periods in art. In the first (Samnitc) period, the 
stucco ornamentation imitated marljle panelling of Greek or 
Roman mansions, with no human figures visible. In the second 
period (first ccnttily b.c.), marble decoration was imitated in 
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painting, and figures were introduced. In the third period 
(first half of the first century of die Roman Empire), figures 
became more numerous. In the fourth period, figures were 
accompanied by bizarre architectural design. 

The stretch of Pompeii’s city wall between the Porta 
Vesuvio and the Porta Salinonsis, and die atrium of the “House 
of the Silver Wedding”, liad excited their interest, Getty 
discovered an entrance to die Amphitheatre which was rarely, 
if ever, used by tourists. Here roots of giant plane trees planted 
around the Palfstra had been recently excavated. Cement 
filling these roots had assisted the experts to date die age of the 
trees and forecast the date of the Palastra itself. 

The huge plane trees were about a hundred *ycais old when 
Pompeii was buried in the year 79. Thus the Pak'stra was 
built in ah ^ut 21 b.c. 

. . . Less than forty-eight hours before dieir scheduled 
departure for Pira;us, Mueller became ill. Even Getty, widi his 
ihual preoccupation, could not fiil to notice a change in his 
companion. The Dutchman’s bland face became creased with 
pain, despite all efibrt to disguise liis suft'ering. 

He was a victim of recurrent sciatica. In the intervals be- 
tween attacks he was surprisingly free of pain. New it was 
evident that over-activity had brought on a bad a.t.ick, the 
most acute the art dealer could recall. 

Dismayed, (ictty hastened to assure him that it would be a 
simple matter to postpone their visit to Greece. 

“You must go as arranged,” the art dealer insisted. “A chance 
to see Greece with someone like Professor Curtius is the 
opportunity of a lifetime. You must go as arranged.” 

Disappointed and concerned, tlie American sought the best 
medical advice available. The consensus of opinion was 
unanimous. Mueller was year Ischia, where curative treatment 
was obtainable. Ischia, an island situatcu in volcanic terrain, is 
a three hours’ boat trip from Naples and h.w gained renown 
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as a curative spa for inflammatory diseases. The doctors 
recommended both its radioactive mud and its mineral springs. 
Altenutively, similar treatment could be obtained at the 
close by Tcrme di Agnano. Agnano itself was actually situated 
in the crater of a former volcano. For quick and beneficial 
v^sults in this instance, however, Ischia was strongly recom- 
mended. 

The easy-going, affable Dutchman proved obstinate. 

“Warmth, rest and quiet” was the treatment usually 
prescribed for his sciatica attacks, and “warmth, rest and quiet” 
would again prove an effective palliative, if not a cure, he 
stubbornly maintained. 

His own thfee weeks’ trip to Greece could coincide witli 
Mueller’s three weeks’ course of tre.'itment at Ischia, Getty 
pointed out sympatheticairy. “It’s certainly tough luck for you 
and disappointing for botli of us. But if you had to get an 
attack of sciatica, it’s just as well it Lippcncd right here in 
Naples. Iscliia might prove to be that permanent cure you 
obviously haven’t found elsewhere.” 

Pain and physical discomfort ultimately convinced the 
reluctant sufferer. “What is your decision concerning this?” 
he asked. 

“This” w'as a photograph of an Italian painting selected 
from several recently submitted. Through the grapevine 
known only to art dealers, news had spread that the American 
was now interested in works of the Italian School, and numer- 
ous photographs had been forwarded with his recent mail. 

This portrait of a youngish wonun was attributed to 
Moretto da Brcschia. It was a large p-ainting, and the lady wore 
a fashionable velvet gown of die period, with enormous 
ruffled sleeves. An air of serenity pervaded and characterized 
the work. 

Critically, the American re-c^mined die photograph 
through his pocket magnifying-glass. “It isn’t a picture that 
excites my imagihation— in fact, quite the contrary. Yet I find 
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it strangely soothing. I believe Til wire and ask for an option 
until I get back from Greece. What do you think?” He handed 
the photograph to Mueller, who scrutinized it long and 
seriously. 

‘‘Whoever painted it, this work has great merit. Your 
‘Itahan Painting Section’ can only be enriched by a picture o£ 
this fine quality. It is first-class,” the Dutchman concluded 
with authority. 

On the day fixed for his departure, Getty saw liis companion 
safely aboard an early morning boat to Ischia. The art dealer, 
though still in pain, was able to walk unaided. 

“I’ll meet you back here in about three* weeks’ time, 
Mueller,” he said, shaking hands. ^'Arrivnderct, my friend. I 
shall cc^tahJ.} miss you.” 

. . . Later, in retrospect, Mueller would have sworn on oath 
tliat his unpredictable conipanion’s eyes had blurred with 
emotion as ho turned and walked away. He saw liiin reach the 
dbek below, and waved to him from the rails. But the Ameri- 
can did not look back. . . . 

Sailing time for CTrecce was nine that evening, so Getty 
spent tlic intervening hours in anotlier visit to the Museo 
Nazionale and a drive to Caserta. 

Built by the Bourbons, the Palazzo Rcale at Caserta was 
begun in 1752 and completed in 1774 from desigi:5 by Van- 
vitclh. It lield some magnificent tapestries and paintings. The 
American enjoyed comparing tliem with his owm treasures. 
He was told how this beautiful palace had been the 
Mediterranean Allied Headquarters during World War II. 
It was here also that the German forces in Italy had surrendered 
on April zptli, 1945. The royal gardens at Caserta — an immense 
park — were famous for tWir fountains and ornamental water- 
works, which were embellished by groups of marble statuary. 

Driving back to Naples, Getty felt very much “alone” 
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without tlic Dutchman’s affable company. He would 
unquestionably have cancelled his prospective visit to Greece 
were it not for the fact that Professor Curtius had already 
announced his arrival in Athens. 

» Widi Ills precious copy of Pausanias (in its Greek original) 
under his arm for safety, the American was at the reception 
desk checking out, when he caught sight of Bernard Berenson 
and his inseparable companion, Miss Mariano — Nicky. 

Their greetings were cordial. Berenson said they had 
arrived in Naples only a few hours previously, and were 
proceeding to Sicily within a few days. He repeated the thanks 
previously expressed in his written note for the interesting set 
of photographs Getty had recently sent to I Tatti for inclusion 
in die photograph library* there. 

Delighted at this chance meeting, the latter noted that in 
physical appearance die fabulous B.B. still brazenly flouted his 
venerable years. Spry and dressed with his customary meticu- 
lous care and elegance, the eminent art historian appeared 
to be as nimble of mind and of wit as ever. 

“So you arc just oft to Greece,” he observed with the 
characteristic bird-like tilt of his head. “It will indeed be 
interesting to have a tycoon’s reaction to ancient Greece — 
won’t it, Nicky?” Berenson’s eyes twinkled gleefully at the 
thought. “You must not fail to sec us on your return and give 
us a first-hand account of it — mustn’t he, Nicky?” 

Nicky laughed. “Don’t, for goodness sake, take B.B. 
seriously. He loves to tease people, and today he is in one of 
his incorrigible moods. Actually, he is envious of you. For 
you arc going to one of his most favourite of all countries.” 

“Indeed I am,” corroborated Berenson. “Greece and its 
islands arc heaven itself to an art-lover. To visit them is an 
inspiration for all time.” He turiv?d his attention to Miss 
Mariano. “My favourite biped,” he said, “we must not detain 
our friend with i3lc chatter else he might miss his ship.” And, 
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witli a handshake which was surprisingly vigorous, he said to 
die American: ''Bon voyage. My blessings arc with you. We 
must meet again — and soon.’* 

Getty sat out on deck as the ship plied across the Bay of 
Naples to begin her journey to Greece. “It’s been a long 
time since I was last in (Trcece,” h^ thought. “I had the impres- 
sion then that I was arriving late — two thousand and fifty-nine 
years late. Now I’m two thousand and ninety-eight years 
late. Two thousand and niiK ty-cight years since the destruction 
of Corinth ! Supposing I had arrived there before the city fell. 
What would it have been like in those days?” A scp<;ation that 
he was being transported to worlds long past swept over the 
American, and his recently acquired statue of the young 
“Herakles ’ U came vivid in his mind. lie mused: “As I make 
this classic ^pilgrimage, I wonder if I can bring to hfe — in 
words — a story that lives in my imagination. It tells of a Journey 
from Corinth, . . 
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ByJ. Paul Getty 

I 

A Journey from Corinth 


T he dark blue of the water in the Gulf of Corinth 
rivalled* the darker blue of the Greek sky. A glorious 
union of colour, light and shadow heralded another 
sunset. The marble and bronze in the magnificent agora — or 
civic centre — of Corinth seemed to challenge in ^beauty the 
matchless hues of sea and sky. The Pcirene Fountain at the 
eastern end of the Agora next to a pentelic marble statue of 
Herakles was a favourite trysting place for lovers. The Peirehc 
water was believed by tlie Greeks to give wisdom ajid 
knowledge to those who drank it. There were comfortable 
scats around the Fountain, and at almost any time in the 
late afternoon or early evening one or more couples could 
be seen talking together oblivious of the splendour around 
them. 

An observer might perhaps have noted with special interest 
one such couple. The girl, about twenty-three years of age, 
was of striking brunette beauty. She was dressed in white, 
and a thin white veil covered her face from below her eyes. 
Her companion, a finely-built man in his early thirties, 
was dressed in the ordinary tunic as worn in those days — 147 
B.c. He bore no sign of rank or of his particular occupation, 
which was that of a landscape arcl«tect. The girl’s voice was 
light and musical. She spoke rapidly to the man, whose deep 
bass could be heard in reply: 
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“Tell me, Glaiiciis, do you seriously think Corinth is in 
danger? You propose moving to somewhere round the Bay of 
Neapolis (Naples), and ask me to go witli you. Don’t you 
think it’s all a bit far-fetched? How can anything happen to 
Corinth? Our city has been here for hundreds of years.” 

”l doubt whether even the Romans could capture Corinth’i 
citadel,” the young man replied gently, “except through 
treachery or famine. Yet should our city below ever be des- 
troyed, what good would our citadel be? The wall round our 
lower city is as strong as any in Greece. But the walls of 
Carthage arc also strong, and the Hnmans, no doubt, will 
succeed in breaching them. 

“I don’t wish to alarm you, or others, Daphne. It may well 
be tliat in a hundred years from now Corintli will be standing 
just as L today, and her people will have come to no harm 
other than the normal lot of mankind. In fact, I think, dear 
one, the ocfds favour this. 

“Our Council and principal citizens arc not so reckless of 
tlfeir lives and property as to engage in a crial of strength with 
Rome ! Unfortunately, Corinth, politically, is in the hands of 
reckless men who are supported by tlie mob. The Romans are 
hated by die mob because Rome protects the rule of the 
propertied classes, doubtless because she deems diem less likely 
to take risks and cause trouble. The fanatical demagogues who 
lead the mob arc willing, in their blind hatred, to involve 
Corinth in a war widi the greatest power in the \;orld — the 
Roman legions. 

“Carthage was far mightier than all Greece put together; 
she had the best (icneral since Alexander, and she was 
defeated by the Romans! We also know what happened to 
Macedonia; she waged war with Rome, and as a result has 
ceased to exist.” 

Daphne looked at Glaucus fondly. She was proud of liis 
knowledge and always encouraged liis oratory. 

“In spite of these object lessons,” he continued, “the Acha'an 
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League — under the leadership of Corinth — attacked Sparta 
three years ago, and knowingly incurred tlic grave displeasure 
of Rome by this breach of the peace. Rome has been patient 
with us since then: she’s tried to negotiate a peaceful settlement 
with us. But will she succeed? 

• “The reckless demagogues in our city seem set on defying 
Rome. They have a following among the less intelligent in our 
democracy and arc gaining strength from day to day. Truly, 
I smell danger. Wise counsels might not prevail, and sooner 
or later Corinth and her people might feel the power of the 
Roman fist. 

“The Romans, in their liarsh treatment of Macedonia, 
showed how they intended this as an object lesson for any 
Greek states which revolted against their autliority. Doubtless 
due to their struggle witli Carthage, they have been most 
concUiatory in their relations with the Greek states. 

“If Corinth revolts, Roman fury and indignation will know 
no bounds. They will probably determine to teach the Circcks 
a lesson to last for all time. They might — Heaven forbid!— 
capture our city, raze it to the ground, and kill or enslave our 
people. If such a time comes, I don’t want cither of us to be 
here, my dear one.’’ 

“It’s good of you to worry about my safety, dearest,’’ said 
Daphne. “Don’t you tliink we would have ample notice of 
any threatened dairgcr? If such danger appeared, we could 
then carry out your plan and go to Ncapolis together.’’ 

Glaucus shook his head. “Any warning of impending trouble 
might be short — too short. Others would have tlic same idea 
of flight; travelling would be difficult, if not impossible. 
Neither you nor 1 liavc any strong reasons for remaining 
here; our parents are no longer living. 

“Your sister and her husband are welcome to come with us 
if they will. But since your brother-in-law’s business is well 
established in Corinth, I doubt if he could be induced to move 
elsewhere. As for my uncle, with whom I five; when I 
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mentioned the matter to him, he laughed at me. So, dear one, 
if we leave we must go by ourselves.” 

Daplme looked serious. “If you think it best for us to go to 
this far-away land. I’m willing to go with you, Glaucus,” she 
said softly. “1 know you must have considered it all very 
carefully, in your usual methodical way. I trust your judgment 
I can have my things ready in a fortnight. We can be married 
tlien — ^if you will have me as your wife so soon.” 

“The sooner the better, my darling. Any delay to our 
marriage will never be due to me.” 

A fortnight later Glaucus and Daphne were mariicd at the 
home of her sister, and Glaucus soon completdd preparations 
for their early departure. 

Thei’’ fii.nJs aird relations foxmd it difficult to understand 
the young couple’s desire to leave the pleasant and prosperous 
city of Corinth for a distant town in a strange country. True, 
the inliabitants of Ncapolis were Gieek in race and speech, but 
tlity were not in close touch with the Gi eck people in Greece, 
and there w'as very little travel between Neapolis and Greece. 

Glaucus had never made a long sea journey, so he thought 
it well to take advice from an experienced traveller before 
engaging passage. Thco, an acquaintance in Corinth, bad made 
several sea voyages, and Glaucus sought him out. 

“So you arc thinking about a trip to Italy?” Tlieo mused 
aloud. “You will naturally travel by boat rather than take the 
long, dangerous road round the Adriatic. There is also the 
practical choice of going to Brundisium and thence by land to 
Ncapolis. Or you could go by boat all die way. There is a good 
road from Brundisium to Ncapolis; the distance is some two 
hundred miles. You could complete die journey witliin a 
week. If you go by boat ^11 the way, vou might make the 
journey as quickly; but if there are contrary winds, it might 
falfp a month. If Acre’s good wcadicr and a favourable wind, 
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a boat trip would be a great pleasure, and you would save 
money as compared with a trip by land of some two hundred 
miles. 

“Taking it all in all, if I were you I should go by boat. You 
arc not urgently required in Neapolis. It might be as well to 
spare yourself the extra expense and inconveniences of a long 
land journey. 

“Now as to boats; 1 can oftcr some advice. Get the largest 
boat there is, one that has not made too many voyages. Select 
a captain who is experienced, skilful, and of good reputation. 
Otherwise you may be fleeced of your money and property, 
or suffer many annoyances. It’s common practice for an 
unscrupulous diptain to take a passenger’s money and luggage 
and then, after he has gone ashore, suddenly hoist sail and 
depart without him ! And some captains say they are sailing in 
two days when they know full well it will be in two weeks. 

“You must take your own supplies along, and look after 
yourself on board ship. It isn’t necessary, however, or advisable 
to take a cask of water. There is always the ship’s supply. 
If for any reason it ran short, you wouldn’t feel comfortable 
being the only one on board who had fresh water. You would 
have to share it with the otliers, so one cask more or less would 
make little difference. 

“You’ll each need a mattress. Be sure it’s the right length. 
And, of course, enough food to last for thirty days — dried 
goods and salt meat. It might be possible to buy fresh food on 
the way. But don’t rely on it. You won’t need any charcoal for 
cooking; there is plenty available in the ship’s galley, which is 
the only place where you arc allowed to build a fire. However, 
you must take your own cooking utensils.” 

“Is there any danger of pirates?” interrupted Glaucus. 

“Very little on such a trip,” Theo assured him. “You won t 
be getting into Cretan or Asiatic* waters, so you shouldn’t 
meet any pirates. No guarantees arc ever given, however. 
One must always accept that slight risk. 
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‘‘The principal danger will be off the southern coast of Italy. 
Your captain will probably hug the land pretty closely, though, 
so you could escape to the shore if pursued. As long as your 
boat has wind, you arc not likely to be taken by pirates — unless 
they have two boats and box you in from each side. If tlicy’rc 
astern, and your captain maintains a good look-out, he shoukl 
be able to keep ahead of them until dark, and then lose diem. If 
he is negligent and allows pirates to draw close before he takes 
alarm, you might be run down before darkness could save you. 

“Usually the prmcipal danger is when lying becalmed 
witliin sight of shore. If someone hastened to notify a nearby 
pirate, widiin a few hours a heavily manned ship might row 
up alongside you. Smoke signals along the shore usually 
indicate an attack. 

“If yu..x boat stops at various ports and carries local pas- 
sengers, bf careful of your money-bag or you might be 
relieved of it. 

“You’ll have suitable clothes for your journey. A traveller 
sfiould be plainly and simply dressed, and make no show of 
wealth. Sailors themselves are often imtrustwordiy; they 
wouldn’t hesitate to plunder a passenger who shows signs of 
affluence. 

“In any event, die sailors will get some of your money. A 
tip to each one of them is obligatory. You will enjo^ no peace 
unless you donate at least two drachma' to each sailor before 
quitting the ship at Ncapolis.” 

Glaucus listened carefully as his friend Theo continued: 

“If you go ashore, be careful of chance acquaintances who 
suggest leading you to an out-of-the-way place to see some 
interesting sight. You might find yourself robbed, or kid- 
napped and sold into slavery. 

“Avoid arguments and political discussions is also my well- 
meant advice, Glaucus. Rjcniember that you arc not on your 
own territory; dierefore it’s best to be piudgnt.” He said this 
widi a smile, knowing his listener’s reputation for verbosity. 
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“Eat the food you arc accustomed to; try strange dishes 
sparingly. Avoid water unless you know it’s pure. Take care 
of your health. 

“A happy journey from Corinth. God-speed to you and 
Daphne,” he concluded warmly. 

Glaucus learned that there were two or three saiUngs a week 
from Corinth to Brundisium and other cast-coast Italian ports, 
but only two or three sailings a month to Nc.ipolis. The 
Bclleropbon, a Greek sailing vessel, which was due to leave for 
Neapolis in a week’s time, was now loading cargo. Going 
down to tlic harbour, he soon located her and spoke to her 
Captain. 

“Yes. I can carry two more passengers. The fare will be two 
hundred drachmae each. My ship supplies charcoal for cooking 
and water for drinking. Passengers supply their own food, 
cooking utensils, dishes and, of course, tlicir own mattresses 
and blankets. Don’t take candles or oil lamps on board. 
They are a fire hazard. I don’t allow my passengers to use therh. 
Anyway, you’ll find yourself going to bed when it gets dark. 

“There’s room for your mattresses below deck. Or, if you 
prefer, you can sleep on deck when the weather is good. 

“I think you will like die Bellerophon, if you care for sailing 
at all. I have served in one capacity or another on a score of 
ships, and she’s die best of them. She’s only five years old, and 
her owners have enabled me to keep her in first-class condition. 
She’s one of the largest ships calling at Corindi. Her length is 
a hundred and twenty feet by forty feet beam, and she can 
carry three hundred tons of cargo.” 

“What sort of cargo do you usually carry?” enquired 
Glaucus with interest. 

“Wliatever offers,” repUed the Captain. “Business hasn’t 
been brisk in the Greecc-to-Italy trade. Bodi countries have 
plenty of olive pU and wine. Both countries arc importers 
of wheat. 
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“One of Greece’s principal exports is marble. We have plenty 
of good marble, and so far Italy has none. All of the worked 
marble for export to tlie west is shipped from here. It’s too 
valuable to be shipped from eastern Greece around Cape 
Malea — that home of storms and a graveyard for ships. The 
money value of sliips lost off Cape Malea in the last centuiy 
would pay for a sliip-canal through the Isthmus of Corinth 
several times. But Greece is poor and divided politically, so 
the ship-canal is just a dream.’’ 

. . . Raw marble was shipped by boat from Pirjeus and Paros, 
around Cape Malea to Italy. If a boat was lost, it was bad for 
the crew and her owners. But the raw marble could easily be 
replaced. Sculptures in marble from the studios in Adiens and 
Argos were shipped by water to the Corinth Peninsula. There 
they wrr^ unloaded, transported by wagon across the four 
miles of peninsula, and reloaded on to another ship for trans- 
port to Italy. 

If the ship was small, it could be set on rollers and pulled 
atross. Tins unloading — transporting four miles — ^and reload- 
ing, cost as much as the rest of the voyage did. It was only 
practicable with valuable cargo. . . . 

“You sec these boxes here?” said the Captain, “they contain 
marble statues from Athens destined for Rome. I’ll unload 
them on to barges in the harbour of Ostia, and die h irges will 
then deliver diem to Rome, fourteen miles up die Tiber River. 
So, when you sec Greek marble sculptures in Italy, you may 
be sure they’ve come from Corinth or .across its peninsula.” 

“Unless the Greek marble was worked into a statue in 
Italy,” said Glaucus. 

“Theoretically, that’s true. But practically it’s a fact tliat all 
Greek marble sculptures arc made in Greece — unless dicy are 
portraits of local people in other countries. No one would go 
to the expense’ of shippin^raw Greek marble to Italy to have it 
botched by stone-cutters there.” 

A few Greek sculptors were pnictising in Italy, but their 
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work was confined to portraits and reliefs. A copy of a Greek 
masterpiece made in Italy from Greek marble would have cost 
more and would have had less prestige value than one made 
in Greece. 

“Rome is noted for her roads, and we are noted for our 
statues!” continued tlie Captain. “In addition to marble 
statues, I generally carry a good cargo of our famous 
Corinthian bronzes of all subjects and sizes. Corinth never 
amounted to much in the making of marble statues. We arc 
not well located for it, being too far removed from the 
quarries. But in bronzes we have almost a monopoly. My ship 
carries its fair share. 

“So, if you sail with me, young man, you’ll be accompanied 
by many works of art,” concluded the Captain with a broad 
smile. 

Impressed by the efficient look of the ship and its Captain’s 
friendly manner, Glaucus forthwith purchased two passages to 
Neapolis. 

. . . On the day appointed for die Bellerophoris departure, 
the young couple were on board early. The vessel was not 
due to sail until die third hour. The Captain had warned them 
previously diat if the breeze was fair, he might leave earlier 
to take advantage of it. Glaucus had packed his belongings in 
one chest, which was not overfull. Daphne, however, had 
experienced difficulty in getting her things in four chests, each 
larger than the single one of her husband. 

“Don’t scold me, dearest,” she said. “If we were going 
away for a short visit I could have managed with one chest. 
Since we are leaving with little intention of returning, I 
have had to bring all my possessions with me.” 

Although the hour was early, some of dicir friends had 
already gathered to w'ish them a s«|fe journey and bid them 
a last farewell. More continued to arrive, until finally the 
Captain approaclicd Glaucus and said: “I’m glad to welcome 
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anyone aboard my ship, but wc’rc busy with last-minute 
preparations. My crew are being hampered in dicir work by 
your friends standing round the deck. So, if you will do me a 
favoiu:, please ask them to say goodbye to you now. We arc 
about to sail and require all deck-space free so that we can 
handle our sails.” 

. . . Glaucus and Daphne felt a deep emotion as they said 
their goodbyes to relatives and friends. Neither had travelled 
much before, nor had they ever crossed the sea. The drought 
of leaving Corinth and all it held dear to them seemed, 
suddenly, to be an almost indescribable tragedy. Greeks were 
very much attached to their homes, and banisliirent was one 
of their severest penalties. 

Under die influence of a fair breeie, the Bcllcroplion gradually 
drew away from the quay. Voices and frees of their dear ones 
became fainter. The harbour was a small one; in less than ten 
minutes diey were in die open CJulf of Corindi. The month 
March, and all on board hoped tint winter storms were 
over, that the ship would get fur winds and avoid gales and 
calms. 

Ships’ captains in those days were rather uncertain of their 
navigation and of die seaworthiness of their sliips, so they 
preferred sailing near the coast. The Captain had ' book of 
sailing directions giving a description of every mile of the 
Greek and Italian coastlines, and of the islands. 

As the Bcllcroplion sailed north-west along die Pelopon- 
nesian coast, about two miles offshore, the young couple 
looked with rapture at the glorious view of C'>rindi and 
its mighty citadel, surely one of the fairest views on earth. Its 
principal buildings and numerous colomiad(*s were all of 
marble. They were cleai^ and dazzling in the sunlight, even 
diose that were centuries old. There w i no coal-dust to grime 
and befoul them. Twenty miles away, on the nordiem side of 


295 



Collectors Choice 


the Gulf, Mount Hclikon reared its white head. A few hiilcs 
further to die north-west, mighty Parnassus dominated the 
whole Gulf. 

Daphne burst into tears. “How can we leave all this beauty; 
all that Corinth means to us? It’s like going into exile. We 
l^ave done no wrong.” 

Glaucus put liis arm about her comfortingly. “I am sad, too. 
But remember, dear one, if our fears are not realized and the 
trouble blows over, we can come back. If the worst ever 
happens and we cannot return, how lucky we shall be to have 
been away from here.” 

She dried her eyes, and they talked of Greece, of its glories 
and its tragedies. Both were well-educated. Glaucus had 
studied for four years at Cameades’ New Academy in Athens, 
and Daphne had graduated from a renowned girls’ school in 
Corinth. In conversation, they forgot much of their sorrow. 

Corinth, and die tiny white dot which was Dapluie’s home, 
gradually disappeared. Long after die city itself was invisible, 
its mighty citadel could still be seen. 

“Why must there always be war, or threat of war!” ex- 
claimed Daphne, vehemently. 

“I wish I knewj” said her husband. “I suppose an organized 
and imiversal world state could end foreign wars. Rebellion 
and civil wars would still, however, be possible. Such a world 
state could reduce the amount of warfare by at least two- 
thirds — possibly three-fourths — since there would be long 
intervals of peace. Some of those peaceful intervals might 
even last for centuries.” He lapsed into a thoughtful silence. 
Daphne urged him on. 

“The superficial reasons for war,” he told her, “arc well- 
known, but the basic reason lies in human nature. Mankind is 
predatory and litigious. War is thc^ source of booty and die 
last court of appeal. 

“Nations are born and die in war. Maybe in future gencra- 
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rions 'somc other way of settling differences between sovereign 
states will be found. But I doubt it. We who arc living in this 
generation must make the best of it, for we cannot change 
from one generation to anodicr.” 

“If we could change generations, dearest, which one would 
you choose?” 

“That is not an easy question,” Glaucus rephed, smiling. 
“But, then, you never ask easy questions,” he teased. “I think, 
diough, I’d choose the age of Pericles. We Greeks were at 
our best then. 

“There may have been greater heroes with Agamemnon on 
the field of Troy, and no one since has equalled Homer. But 
in the time of Pericles we didn’t depend on a si'iill band of 
heroes, nor on one great poet. We were supreme in every field; 
the ablest (veneration of the ablest race that ever lived.” He said 
diis without any thought tliat it might appear boastful. A 
Greek knew liis worth, and took it for granted that he was 
superior to other races in everything, e.xcept in the ability to 
Ifarmonizc diftereiiccs and create a broad political union of all 
Greeks. Only Alexander the Circat accomplished tliis, and his 
Utopia ended with his life. 

“Do you diink we shall ever sec Greece again? Or is tliis our 
last view of our homeland?” Suddenly Daphne’s voice 
trembled again. 

Glaucus closed his hand comfortingly over hen “We’re 
bodi young. Should times get worse, they might get better 
later. Why shouldn’t we return some day?” 

“I hope we will,” she said, tearfully. “I so hope we wll. 
Somehow I’m afraid times will never get any better for Greece. 
We both know that conditions liavc gone from bad to worse. 
And so far no one has found a remedy.” 

“I must admit the future isn’t bright for Greece. World 
history hardly offers anotlicr example of such a swift fall from 
power as our country suffered. I supj^ :)se it’s due to the fact 
tlut, fundamentally, wc’vc never had a basis'as a world power. 
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“Our laud is small, our population scanty. The few Greeks 
who exist arc divided politically. Even had we been twice as 
numerous, and united politically, we still would have been too 
few to hold world leadership for long.’* 

“What do you tliink the future of Greece will be, Glaucus? 
I^love to hear your opinions.” 

“I don’t know, dear one. Our future does not depend 
upon us Greeks. The Romans will probably continue Greece 
as a protectorate: sooner or later they will absorb our whole 
country into their world state. Greece is important today only 
for her glorious past. Like a dead city, she will not change. 
Her past will then be further away, and probably more 
glorious and legendary than it is even to us. 

“The history of Greece can be compared with a day which 
begins with a beautiful suilrise, is followed an hour later by a 
thunderstorm, and then drizzling rain which lasts until night 
falls.” 

“When do you tliink our night will fall, dearest?” 

“Ah, that’s a question only time can answer. Circcce, as 'a 
glorious memory, and an insignificant present, may last much 
as she is now for another hundred generations. Unhappily, we 
can be sure of one thing — our country will never again be a 
world leader. I may be too positive in tliis statement. 1 mustn’t 
forget the words of my teacher, Carneadcs: ‘Nothing is 
sure; it’s only probable or improbable when we speculate 
about things.’ So I had better say it’s improbable that Greece 
will ever be a world leader again.” 

“Perhaps not in politics or economics. How about our 
future in art?” Daphne asked. 

“Your question is well put, dear one. We Cireeks liavc rivals 
and superiors; but not in art. Our leadersliip has lasted so long 
and with so little challenge, that it seems certain it will last as 
long as our civilization. 

“The world of today is half-civilized and half-barbarian. 
Ultimately the barbarians must be civilized. When tliis 
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happtos, it will doubtless result in a new and somewhat 
different civilization from ours. 

“Tliis new civilization may bring forth new standards in 
art, and new artists, different from ours. Whether they will 
surpass the Greeks must be left to the judgment of posterity. 

“It will be interesting to sec the artistic works of the nc^t 
two or three millennia and compare them with our own. But 
I fear I shall no longer be here when tliat time conics,” he 
said widi a smile. 

“Do you regret that human lives are so short, Glaucus?” 

“Frankly, I do,” he emphasized. “But since Providence has 
willed it so, we must assume Providence knows best. Life itself 
should last a very long time, due to the unending rycle of the 
generations. The sun rc^se this morning, and I expect tlierc will 
be millions of other sunrises. The ’present generation is here 
tcnlay. The world is full of young people today. It was full of 
young pc<)plc two thousand years ago, and it will be full of 
young people two thousand years from now. We two, arc 
afnong the young people of today. We were not here to be 
numbered among the young people of two thousand years ago. 
And even thougli my name be on the military rolls two 
thousand years from now, I shall not step forward w'hcn my 
name is called.” 

The Bvllcrophon gradually drew nearer to mighty Mount 
Parnassus. “It’s a superb mountain!” exclaimed Daphne. “So 
grand and so dignified. In every way worthy of Homer’s 
heroes. Ulysses hunted there, and it’s the home of the Muses. 
What will we do when we can no longer go to our theatre at 
Delphi to listen to the voices and music amplified and softened 
by the protective cliffs of Mount Parnassus?” 

“There will be theatres in Italy,” her husband comforted. 
“Although none like Delphi. No theatre in Greece can com- 
pare with it, except Epidauris. 

“I recall with pleasure my many happy trips to Delphi. 
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Now I, too, am seeing it for tlic lost time ! The first time I ever 
attended our tlieatrc at Delphi I was fifteen— just old enough 
to be admitted. We left Corinth at daybreak but our boat was 
delayed, so I reached tlie theatre at the tenth hour, just before 
they began Prometheus Bound. I was never more impressed. The 
great theatre was packed with people from all over Greece as 
well as from foreign countries. As the noble lines of i^schylus 
were spoken by our best actors, tlieir voices resounded from 
the towering cUffi along one side of the dicatre. One who has 
not heard it, cannot imagine what power and resonance it gives 
a voice ! Soon a chorus of beautiful maidens dressed in yellow 
skirts — some with pale blue jackets and some with beige 
jackets — came on to the stage. Some of their skirts had black 
horkontal stripes. And they all wore blonde wigs. The men 
were dressed in yellow, gold and red. The performance was awe- 
inspiring to most of us there. I, for one, shall never forget it.” 

It was now time for lunch, which the passengers prepared 
for themselves. The wind held fair, by evening they were fti 
the Strait of Patras, where the Peloponnesus and northern 
shore of the Gulf of Corinth are only two mile»*apart. Day- 
hght was nearly gone. As the Captain lud no mtention of 
suhng tlirough narrow seas in the dark, the Bellerophon was 
anchored fifty feet away from shore. 

A ship’s dory landed passengers for a short walk to stretch 
their legs, and then brought them back for the night; it was 
safer to be on board than to camp on shore. 

At dawn, the ship was on its course west. Mount Parnassus 
was no longer visible and by noon die Greek mainland was 
well to the cast. 

Towards sunset, anchorage for the night was made in a small 
cove on the eastern side of the island of Ithica, formcily the 
home of Ulysses. 

The crew, some fifteen in number, were all tireclc. Glaucus 
and Daphne enjoyed listening to the stories of adventure and 
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hardship that one of the older sailors related as they sat round 
die fire after their evening meal. 

“We were three ships,” the old sailor began; “the largest 
carried thirty men and our two others were not much smaller, 
when we saUed through the Pillars of Hercules bound for the 
far north, where we were to get as much tin as our ships couy 
hold. We sailed along die coasts of Hispania and Lusitania for 
three weeks. Then the coast trended east so we followed it 
for another three weeks until it trended north again. Finally, we 
reached the Land of Tin. There was no trouble in getting all the 
tin we could carry in exchange for die money and goods we’d 
brought from Greece, and witliin three months of the time 
we’d sailed through the Pillars of Hercules we headed back 
towards it. It seemed as if cverydiing had gone smoothly. 
Occasional foul winds, occasional balms, occasional storms — 
but the storms and calms didn’t last very long. Although, mind 
you, the season of year was daily getting more unfavourable, 
for we were well into autumn and big storms were expected. 
• “Our boats were hcavdy laden. There was not much 
shelter along diat shore. The laud everywhere was east of us, 
and we would be sure to get the full force of any westerly gale 
that came at us from the far reaches of die ocean. Still, the 
weadicr remained surprisingly good. Wind was feir part of the 
time. When it wasn’t, we tacked against it, and every day 
brought us diat much nearer. We weren’t more thui twenty 
miles from the Pillars when a sudden severe storm broke. In ten 
minutes there was so much spray whipped up by the wind that 
we could hardly see twenty feet ahead ot us ! The wind was 
north-west. Our Captain made every effort to avoid being 
blown ashore, so whedicr it was due to tliis or to a slight change 
in the wind’s direction I don’t know. But we escaped the shore 
and continued on, in a welter of fo.'un and spray midst 
waves as high as our n^ts, for four days and four nights. 
Then the wind left us, the sea went dov n and we laid becalmed. 

“For a week there was no wind, and we started to get short 
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of water. Wc began to wonder if we’d been saved from that 
tempest only to die of diirst. Then one day a breeze sprang up 
and within another day our Captain navigated witliin sight of 
land. He’d lost liis reckoning during the storm; he’d no 
idea where we were, but reasoned that this land must be the 
goast of Africa. His sailing directions didn’t run more tlian two 
hundred miles south of the Pillars. We soon saw the coastline 
— maybe it was four or five miles long — and off one end of it a 
small island, not more than half a mile along. There were very 
few trees along that coast. Prospects of water didn’t seem any 
too favourable. The point of land and the island, however, 
would provide shelter from the wind from almost any 
direction. 

“We gradually drew in towards shore and anchored in 
shallow water, a quarter of a mile off the island. Wc got our 
boat out, rowed to the island, but found no water on it. Oiu: 
Captain signalled us to return to liis ship, which we did. Wc 
upped anchor and made along the coast for three or four miles. 
Then the Captain sent our boat ashore again. 1 was in charge 
and as soon as we got ashore I started looking for water. 
Wc kept close together, I can tell you. Our bows and spears 
ready for use. No telling who might be lurking round, 
or what sort of 'reception waited for us! We went along, 
near to the sea, for half a mile or so, but there was no sign of 
fresh water, so we decided to look inland. Half an hour later 
we found a spring not more tlian a mile from shore, so we 
started to fill the water-casks we’d brought along. 

“Hardly had wc done this and set off on our return journey 
when a shrill whistle came from behind some rocks above us. 
This was answered by whistles from all directions. Wc were 
surrounded. The whistling stopped and for a short while there 
was an eerie silence. Wc stood our ground firmly, each man 
holding his bow and spear, ready, and wilUng to use them 
if required. Within a few minutes a creature appeared from 
behind a rock and walked our way. It looked like a man, naked, 
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but with a body covered with hair. He came up and spoke in 
some strange language none of us understood. Realizing that 
we didn’t midcrstand, he made signs for us to throw down 
our arms. This, of course, we refused to do. An angry look 
came over his face, or, rather, into his eyes; we couldn’t see 
much of his face because it was covered with hair. He spoke 
again. It was some sort of speech, although it sounded more 
like an animal growl and rumbling. His hair was so long and 
thick on his head — in fact, all over his body — that it was 
hard to determine what shape of man or creature he was. 

“1 looked at his head closely as he spoke, and was horror- 
struck to find a little horn growing from the topofliis head; or 
rather from the top of each side of his forehead. These horns 
were almost hidden by hair. I said nothing to the others, hoping 
they hadn’t noticed. No use making them more nervous 
than they already were ! The man-creature gestured savagely 
for us to throw down our wxMpons. He pointed to the sur- 
rounding rocks in an evident gesture of warning as to what 
Would happen if we refused and he called upon his followers to 
attack us, I decided that matters had gone far enough. It W’as 
more than time to get back to our ship. As quick as a flash, 
I pressed the point of my spear against the creature’s heart, and 
called my men to press tlieir spears against his body — but not 
to hurt liiiii luiless he attempted to fight. Holding liiin — 
surrounded by our spears — we made our way back u ^ the sea- 
shore. 

“When he realized that we were holding him hostage — 
instead of the reverse — ^lie called cnit to his followers. In what 
seemed a split second some forty or fifty of tliesc man-creatures 
jumped out from behind rocks and followed us at a distance. 
They were all shaggy fellows, looking not unlike ape-men, 
imd on many the horns stood out clearly. When we reached 
shore wc got Into our boat, keeping our hostage witli us. We’d 
seen no weapon among his followers, l^ut for all wc knew diey 
might have carried an unknown type of w^apon, sometliing 
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small enough to be hidden upon their person. No use taking 
chances. We soon reached our ship, and tried to take our 
captive aboard. None of us had any rope to bind him witli, so 
the ship’s mate threw down some rope; our captive might 
prove a shppery customer to take aboard unless bound 
securely. Our Captain and crew were mightily interested in 
what went on in our boat below I caji tell you! A length of 
rope was soon dropped, and with it plenty of advice. As we 
started to rim the rope round this man-creature he broke loose 
with a display of terrific strengtli. lie dived overboard, and 
for a moment we could see him swimming strongly under 
water. We tried to follow, but lost him almost immediately. 
There was just enough wind to rufilc the water and make it 
hard to see where he was. Some of the men on ship fitted 
arrows to tlieir bows and watched for his head to appear 
above water — ^but nothing mote of him was ever seen. All 
this time his followers were running back and forth along tlie 
shore. None of them had ventured into the water to follow 
him or try to save him. 

“Our Captain thought it wisest to leave such a place without 
delay. We’d managed to lug a couple of Tasks of water 
along, so sail was hoisted and in a few minutes we drew away 
from diat island with its man-creature inhabitants and headed 
northwards. Four days later we reached the first landmark in 
our sailing instructions. We stopped for water next day, but 
had no further adventures. Three days later we were in the 
harbour at the Pillars of Hercules, none the worse for our 
strange experience.” 

. . . Later on, when they were alone. Daphne eagerly asked 
Glaucus: “Do you believe the old sailor’s story — especially 
his part about a man with horns?” 

Glaucm laughed. “Sailors are famous for their tall talcs, and 
this is no doubt one of them. I don’t believe any men or man- 
like creatures with horns exist. I think the old sailor was just 
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spinning a yarn. And what is more, tlioroughly enjoying 
hearing liimself talk.” 

Next day the ship remained at anchor. A wind was blowing 
strongly and the sea was covered with white-caps. The Captain 
said: “I prefer to wait until diis wind blows itself out. If it 
doesn’t get any stronger, we could go out to sea and be con- 
fident of handhng die waves safely, although it might be 
uncomfortable. By the time we got three or four miles from 
shore those waves would be fifteen feet high, and breaking 
with plenty of force. Still, we could manage safely, but there’s 
no guarantee that the wind wouldn’t increase. Then we might 
have a dangerous time of it. I’m in no haste. Wc ll just wait 
here and take things easy for a day or two.” 

Next 4i 'truing, at daybreak, the Captain worked out a 
weadier forecast for the following two days. The strong wind 
had spent itself, only a gentle breeze was blowing, and die sea 
no longer looked angry. He said: “Now is a good time to get 
aCross; we’ve just had a storm, and it’s unlikely w'e’ll have 
another for a day or two.” He ordered the anclior hoisted. 
In a few minutes diey were aw'ay from the island and heading 
directly west towards die coast of Italy. 

“It’s a hundred and eighty miles across the Ionian Sea; we’ll 
have no shelter for that distance. Wc sliould be icross by 
tomorrow evening. If die weather didn’t seem so ^etded, I 
would have sailed north along the islands to a point about 
forty miles north of Corcyra. From this point it’s only forty 
miles to Italy! This is the route iEneas took on liis famous 
voyage to luly. Like him, I prefer forty miles of open sea to a 
himdrcd and eighty miles of open sea. But 1 have a bLtter boat 
than iEncas had; we should get across safely and save three or 
four days in time as well. Once wc get across, we are all right. 
There’s hardly a strctcli of fifteen miles without some shelter.” 

In a few hours they were out of sight of land. The Captain 
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held his course by reference to the sun. Glaucus asked how he 
managed when the sky was covered with cloud. “Holding a 
course without markers along the coast, with no view of the 
sun or stars, is difficult. The best of us arc apt to go astray. 
That’s why I like to keep in sight of the coast and anchor when 
\ve can’t sec markers. Of course, in a narrow sea like tliis, even 
if tlie sky were completely obscured, there wouldn’t be much 
trouble in making enough westing to reach the Italian coast.” 

“Wouldn’t it be possible,” said Glaucus, “to fix your 
location every day at noon? The height of the sun would give 
you your latitude — or your position nordi and south — and the 
time of day would give you your position cast and west.” 

“Well, I suppose,” the Captain mused, “our scientists and 
learned men will reason that problem out eventually. First, we 
must find some way to mc'asurc accurately the altitude of the 
sun at noon on board a ship. Then we must nuke a clock which 
keeps absolutely accurate time. Our finest clocks arc as yet not 
accurate within three or four minutes of sun-time as detcrni- 
ined by a correctly constructed sundial. And a sundial on a 
boat wouldn’t be practical. 

“For a good many years to come we’ll navigate as we’ve 
always done. It’s a risky profession! That we must follow 
the coast in order to know our position and be able to take 
shelter from storms has the disadvantage of giving ships 
but little sea-room. There’s a danger they could be blown 
ashore in any onshore gale. Lost with all hands ! If our sliips 
were more sea-worthy, die farther from shore the safer they 
would be — unless they were in snug harbour.” 

In the late afternoon of next day mountains could be seen 
far ahead, and the Captain announced: “There’s Italy. If the 
wind holds we’ll be off her coast in another few hours.” 

. . . The following morning Glaiicus and Da|)hnc were on 
deck early. The Bcllerophon was headed south along the coast 
of Italy, some three miles distant. This was the first foreign 
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land the young couple had ever seen, and they looked at it 
with eager interest. 

“Well, dear one, weVc crossed the sea in safety. Now all 
we have to do is to sail along die coast till wc reach Neapolis.’' 
Protectively he put his arm round Daphne’s waist, and she 
leaned against him. 

“How far is it, dearest?” 

“Our Captain told me it was eight hundred miles from 
Greece to Neapolis. Of tliis, five himdrcd miles would be 
along the coast of Italy. He said if there was favourable weather 
we should make the journey from Corinth in about ten days.” 

All day the Bcllerophoti proceeded along the (?oast, sometimes 
eight or ten miles from the nearest shore, sometimes only a 
mile o^- i\ from some projecting point. The sky was blue 
widi a few fleecy clouds, and the Captain seemed well content 
with its appearance. 

Two days later diey were “off the toe of the Italian boot”, 
for three hours they sailed almost due west — directly against 
die setting sun. Just south of the sun Mount Etna gradually 
grew nearer. At sunset, they turned almost due north and 
entered the Strait betw'een Italy and Sicily. The Captain had 
no intention of sailing liis ship through any narrow strait in 
the dark, so anchored near the Italian shi^rc for the night. 

Assembling his passengers, he said: “You will have observed 
land ahead of us on both sides, and doubtless knov' the land to 
our left is Sicily. The strait we are about to enter is that of 
Rhegium. It’s only two miles wide at its narrowest point, and 
you’ll see some specially fine scenery as we pass through it.” 

At daybreak dieir voyage was resumed. The Strait of 
Rhegium gradually narrowed, giving beautiful views of both 
shores. When they wer^ in its narrowest part, the Captain 
pointed out a rock on the Sicilian shoiv. aii^ another rock on 
the Italian shore, approximately opposite each odier. He 
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explained that the rock in Italy was the home of Scylla, and the 
rock in Sicily was the home of Charybdis — about which so 
much has been heard. 

“Where arc they now?” Daphne asked eagerly. “Some say 
they were only a fable.” 

, “Well, I suppose, like all fables, there had to be some origin, 
and this origin was based to a certain extent on fact.” 

. . . Scylla and Charybdis has long been a favourite legend. 
Poets adopted it, and die story became more and more fanciful 
imtil, finally, it was about five per cent, fact and ninety-five 
per cent, fiction. Its original meaning and significance, never- 
theless, remains. According to the story in Homer, Scylla is 
a fearsome sea monster with six heads, twelve feet and a voice 
like a puppy’s yelp. She lives in a cave in a high rock, and sticks 
her heads out occasionally to fish for marine creatures, and to 
snatch unwary seamen out of passing ships. Widiin bow-shot 
is another rock, under which lives another fearsome monster 
name Charybdis, who, thrice a day, sucks in and spouts ofit 
sea water. When Ulysses sailed between these two rocks, 
Scylla snatched six hapless men out of his ship. . . .' 

“None knows better than I do,” said the Captain in all 
seriousness, “that there’s some real basis for this story. It’s told 
there’s always a danger to ships which seek to pass through 
these narrow waters. Either one shore or die other may see 
the vessel driven on to it by ivinds and currents. This Strait, 
as you see, is very narrow. Winds and currents arc often 
strong and changeable. It’s possible for even the most careful 
and skilful of captains to find his ship in the grip of wind and 
current, inextricably drawn to those shores to be dashed to 
pieces on their rocks. Every time I go through here, I say a 
prayer to all the gods.” 

By the eighth hour of that day they were through the 
Strait; at die fifth hour of that night they were a mile west of 
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Stromboli and lud a wonderful view of the active volcano. 
The sea was calm, and die dark night lighted only by a 
burning motmtain was an unforgettable experience. All the 
passengers stayed on deck imtil they could no longer see 
StromboU’s flames licking the pitch-black sky. Four days later 
the south face of die island of Capri was ahead of them. Aud 
within a few hours they were in the Bay of Ncapolis. 

As soon as his ship was alongside her quay, die Bellerophons 
Captain told all passengers they were free to go ashore. 

Daphne and Claucus thanked him for his courtesy during 
their voyage, and declared that if they ever made another 
journey by sea, they hoped it would be under his command. 

A number of porters were standing on die quayside. It 
needed ft '^f them to carry the young couple’s luggage to the 
Customs House. Here, after a search of their effects had been 
made, Customs duties of some seven hundred sesterces was 
demanded. 

* Glaucus protested in vain against what he considered to be 
an imposition. After he had paid this amount, his purse was 
considerably lighter. 

The Captain had recommended a certain iim as being the 
best in Neapolis, and before long they arrived there, more 
than ready to sit down to their first shore-cooked meal in 
ten days. 

. . . Neapohs in the year 147 b.c. was a pleasant city of some 
fifty thousand inliabitants. The centre of Greek civilization in 
Italy, none of its buildings — eitlier public or private — was 
particularly noteworthy. The importance of Neapolis was due 
to her location on the matchless Bay. . . . 

Without the street-mag in their guide book and the frequent 
questioning of passers-by, Glaucus and Daphne would not 
have been able to find their way round this city with its hilly, 
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narrow and winding streets. Speaking no language otlicr than 
Greek, they were thankful that, even though abroad, they 
were still on Greek territory. Pronunciation differed from that 
in Corinth, but not enough to make any real difficulty. 

Their next few days were occupied sightseeing in a hired 
cvriagc- Far from wealthy, both- nevertheless felt such an 
extravagance justifiable in order to learn something of their 
new home. Their joint capital consisted of personal belongings 
of no gre.it intrinsic value and about five thousand drachmae 
in cash which Glaucus had deposited with a Greek banker in 
the city. 

“Well, dear one, what do you tliink of NeapoUs, its Bay 
and the surrounding country we have seen?” Glaucus asked 
somewhat anxiously. 

Daphne thought for a riioment before replying. “I don’t 
hke NeapoUs as well as Corinth; it’s not nearly so beautiful. 
People here seem radier abrupt, sometimes almost discourteous. 
I hope we won’t have to Uve here, Glaucus. Oh, the surround- 
ing country is lovely, I admit — ^almost as lovely as our sur- 
roundings at home. But I prefer tlie smaUer places, like 
Pompeii and Herculaneum. Maybe you can find some work 
there, dearest.” 

A landscape architect by profession, Glaucus, just at the 
beginning of his career, had left few clients behind. The 
urgent tone of his wife’s voice disturbed him. Was she un- 
happy so soon? 

“Daphne, I more or less agree with what you say; I too 
think we will be happier away from here. I’ll talk to Leurides — 
the banker with whom I’ve deposited our money. Possibly he 
can advise me about finding some clients, about a home. 
It isn’t very comfortable for you at the inn. The sooner we are 
out of there die better.” 

Early that evening Glaucus sought out Leurides, who 
listened attentively to liis problems and then said bluntly; 
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“Young man, it is a good thing you have some capital. If you 
stick to your own profession, you are not likely to be able to 
support yourself for some time to come. You have no reputa- 
tion here as a landscape architect. And from what you tell 
me you have none in your home town, having only just 
started to practise. My advice is: try to find employment wjfh 
the owner of a large villa. Someone might be able to use your 
services, and in return provide a monthly salary and a cottage 
for you and your wife. In this way you could prove your 
ability as a landscape architect. Later on, should you desire to 
leave your employer and set up in business as a consultant, you 
will by then know many people. Also you will have accom- 
plished some work to which to refer possible clients. Then 
there’s the prestige of having been employed by a rich man. 
I will vvA ' ^ome enquiries for you, if you wish me to do so,” 
he concluded kindly. 

Glaucus thanked him for liis constructive advice, aird agreed 
tliat tliis seemed the best plan to adopt. 

A couple of days later Leurides announced an interview was 
arranged with a wealthy Roman owning a large villa and 
estate at Herculaneum, Calpurnius Piso. 

... At the appointed time Glaucus was admitted into the 
presence of Calpurnius Piso, a pleasant-looking Roman in 
his late thirties, although a trifle pompous in manner. He 
took careful stock of his applicant, and after a few minutes 
of questioning announced bluntly: “I like your face and your 
manner; you appear to know the theory of landscape archi- 
tecture, even though you are too young to have had much 
practice. I’m without a landscape architect at present. I dis- 
missed my former one because he had rigid ideas and I couldn’t 
agree with him. I have i^cas of my own. And since this is my 
land, and 1 intend to live Iierc, it must be improved in my own 
way in landscaping and not in someone else s way. 
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“You seem to have a flexible mind. If you understand 
that I mean to have my own way in landscaping, and you 
wish to act as my assistant and further my efforts, instead 
of trying to thwart them, you and I should get along very 
well. 

, “There’s a small cottage where you and your wife can Uve. 
It’s on the grounds and therefore convenient for your work. 
I will pay you one thousand sesterces a month, and provide the 
cottage rent free for as long as you are in my employ. If you 
were an older man, I would pay a higher salary. But, after all, 
you have only just finished your studies and are widiout any 
practical experience.’’ 

Unhesitatingly, Glaucus accepted this offer, and assured 
Calpurnius Piso that he would do his best to assist with the 
landscape gardening in whatever manner preferred. He 
offered to report for work as soon as the cottage should be 
ready for occupation. Both he and his wife were anxious to 
leave Neapolis and the inn where they were staying. 

The cottage would be ready next day. Glaucus could repo/t 
for work immediately after he and his wife were settled in 
their new home, he was informed. 

. . . Calpurnius Piso owned one of the largest villas in that 
part of Italy. Its buildings covered some ten acres, and its 
gardens extended along the sea-coast for over half a mile. Piso 
was bom in Rome, the only child of a very rich father who 
was now Consul. He had hoped to make a career for liimself 
in pohtics, but after a brief experience decided that he possessed 
httle pohtical abflity; and since he was a man of great wealth, 
would be better out of poUtical hfe than in it. Subsequently, 
he left Rome, bought some two hundred acres of land on the 
Bay of Naples — ^adjoining the httle village of Herculaneum — 
and in recent years occupied his time building this great 
villa. The work had progressed well. Only some of its gardens 
remained to be completed. . . . 
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Glaucus proved himself an able assistant and a pleasing one? 
to Calpumius Piso, who in turn was a generous employer. 
One month later he said to the- Greek: “We have made 
more progress in the last month than I made with my 
former landscape arcliitect in three months. And, more 
important still, I have not had to use up my nervous energy 
in arguments.” 

Daphne soon settled down, happy once again, and her 
husband was much relieved diat she so readily adapted herseli 
to this new environment. 

Their cottage was half a mile from the main villa. Unpre- 
tentious but comfortable, it was on higher gcound than the 
villa itself, and had an even finer view of the Bay of Naples. 
They wer. permitted the use of a tfmall vegetable garden and 
supplied with all the nulk and fruit they desired. They seldom 
had reason to leave the estate; apart from occasional long 
walks, they preferred being in their own little home together 
\^hen Glaucus was not working. 

One Sunday they decided to visit Pompeii. The distance was 
only nine miles, and there had not been sufficient time to see 
its siglits when driving through the city on their first visit. 
They went leisurely along the sea-shore and within a couple 
of hours’ time were passing through the Salt-Makers’ Gate. 

Glaucus became acquainted with two prominent atizens of 
Pompeii when they visited Calpumius Piso and he was asked 
to show them round the estate. He received an invitation to 
visit them whenever in Pompeii, and now asked Daplme if 
she would care to call on either one. 

At first she demurred. Rather a shy young woman, she 
was never anxious for any company odier than that of her 
husband. Strangers made her nervous. 

“Dear one*, I’m a professional man witli our living to 
earn. Some day I expect to set up as a consultant and shall 
need clients. If we live like hermits, we’ll find it harder to 
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attract the attention of prospective clients; or of their friends. 
Nobilior, who gave us this invitation, may not need any land- 
scaping done now. But he knows many people. Some of them, 
some time, might require the services of a landscape architect. 
When they do, I hope they’ll remember my name.” 

^ The wife looked at her husband and smiled. “How wise you 
arc, dearest,” she said. “And how silly I am.” 

Before long they were knocking on the door of Nobilior’s 
house in the Vicus Tocosa. A porter opened the heavy 
entrance door, Glaucus gave their names and the object of 
their visit, and he assigned a page to take the couple to 
Nobilior. 

It was the first town house on a large scale that the young 
couple had seen in Italy, ind they looked around with eager 
curiosity as they passed through it. 

Nobilior was relaxing on a couch at one end of die peristy- 
lium, reading a book, when they entered. He rose and greeted 
them warmly: “Welcome to my house, Glaucus. 1 suppose 
this lovely creature with you is your wife, whom I am now 
to have the pleasure of meeting?” After their introduction, he 
asked: “And how do you like Pompeii? We arc a strange 
mixture here — Samnite, Greek and Roman. My house, as you 
can see, is not pure Greek either in architecture or decoration. 
It’s more or less a mixture or adaptation of all three styles. In 
Rome you will sec many pure Latin houses, in Capua purely 
Samnite houses; while in Syracuse you can see houses that are 
practically identical with those in Greece. Here we are on die 
borderline, with Romans and Samnites to the north of us and 
Greeks to the south.” 

“Who are the Samnites?” asked Glaucus. “I have heard 
about them, but I don’t know whether my information is 
authentic.” 

“The Samnites,” Nobilior explained, “are a warlike tribe 
who inhabit the mountainous centre of southern Italy. They 
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speak Oscan, a dialect of Latin. They arc related to the 
Latins.” 

Nobilior’s house, they discovered, contained many works of 
art. To tlic practiced eye of Glaucus these were of good quality, 
and he complimented his host’s taste. The two men soon 
became engaged in a discussion. 

“It is surprising,” said Nobilior, “that Calpurnius Piso, 
certainly one of the richest men in Italy, takes such Uttle 
interest in collecting objects of art. He seems to have no 
tliought for anything except arcliitccture and landscaping. To 
my mind, a really great villa such as his needs to be adorned 
with great works of art.” 

“Piso, being a Roman, is more concerned with directing 
building in laying out gardens "and roads than in collect- 
ing statues and paintings,” said Glaucus. “As 1 understand 
it, Romans arc never particularly concerned with works of 
art; although I believe in die last few years some small collcc- 
tiftns have been formed. The average Roman today is aware 
of the value of a work of art even if he has no desire to possess 
sucli a thing. They arc always conscious of ancestry". Many 
Roman patricians own one or more portrait-busts of their 
ancestors done in wood, plaster, earth, bronze or marble. 
From a portrait to a fully-fledged statue is only a short step, 
as you will doubtless agree.” 

“What do your artistic circles in Corinth diink about art 
and artists nowadays?” Nobihor questioned. 

“We-ell — ^you can divide them into schools of thought,” 
Glaucus replied after a moment. “One school says every- 
tliing new and modern has great artistic value, and every- 
tliing done in past generations is more or less inferior. The 
other school, equally numerous, says that modern art is 
completely degenerate and of no artistic value or significance. 
The one school more or fess says there w ere never any artists 
before the present generation, and the other school insists 
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that the last good artist was bom three hundred years ago.” 

“What is your personal opinion?” His host smiled. 

“I try to strike a happy medium. I believe art is a continuous 
process and that no particular generation of artists has a creative 
monopoly. 

“An archaic artist cannot project himself forward through 
several generations and create work of the Golden Age. Nor 
can any artist bom generations after die Golden Age recapture 
its spirit and teclinique. The difficult question, of course, is 
how to date these periods. 

“Everyone agrees the Archaic Period ended before the 
Parthenon was built. Our artists who created that arcliitectual 
masterpiece nx’ght have marked the begmning of the Golden 
Age in Greek art. How long does a Golden Age last? From 
what we know of Egyptian art, they may stdl be in their 
Silver Age after thousands of years.” 

“I don’t believe,” said Nobilior thoughtfully, “diat Egyptian 
art is significant for the development of Greek art. It was 
held in a rut by religious and governmental influence, whereks 
Greek art was free. And your art may change more in one 
century than that of the Egyptians in a millennium. How 
would you, yourself, date these periods? Do you dunk 
Greek artists are Will in their Golden Age?” He drew die 
younger man out. 

“I often ask myself that question. Some of our modem 
artists and critics believe that our art today equals or surpasses 
anything of the past. The Temple of Diana at Ephesus is, in its 
present form, an acliicvement of the last one hundred and fifty 
years. Nearly everybody claims it far surpasses the Parthenon. 
Our best modem sculptors inject more life and meaning into 
marble or bronze than artists did at the time of the Parthenon. 
Still, I suppose there is no gain without some loss. 

“I readily admit our best sculptors and painters of today do 
not have die same nobility of expression or matchless simplicity 
as their predecessors. Possibly they are too far away from the 
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Arcliaic Period. They arc weak where the Archaic artist was 
strong, and strong where he was weak. 

“Modem artists have reached a mastery of technique, but 
in doing so have lost some of the majesty and simplicity of 
those who went before them.” 

Eloquence and clearly defined opinions in so young a man 
as Glaucus appeared to amuse Nobilior, who said, smiling 
broadly: “By this time you must both be ready for your 
Imich.” 

After an excellent meal, they all observed the accepted 
routine of an hour’s siesta. Nobilior then showed tliem some 
of Pompeii’s sights. 

At thf F the civic centre,* he explained the history 
and signific-incc of the various buildings, shrines, and statues 
wliich embellished it. 

“1 cannot make claim,” he said, “to anytliing outstanding; 
nevertheless, its total effect is pleasing. And if wo consider 
the size of this city — twenty thousand inhabitants — it’s indeed 
a creditable effort for a little place hke Pompeii. As you 
will notice, our Forum is about a hmidrcd and twenty feet 
wide, about five hundred feet in length, and runs exactly 
north and south. It’s completely surrounded by this portico 
with its columns of travertine, on which, as you see, there’s 
a loggia composed of smaller columns. 

“On the south side of this square are bronze and marble 
statues of the most civic-minded of our citizens of both 
this and past generations. On the west side, is our Tribune 
for those orators who wish to address the citizens. This portico 
and loggia, I believe, add greatly to the beauty of our square. 
But there is one drawback — to some extent tliey hide the 
buildings fronting on it. 

“If you look around you can see the Temple of Jove, and, 
just beyond it,’ Vesuvius rears its head menacingly even 
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though its flanks are covered with beautiful forests of chestnuts. 

“That building straight ahead of you is die Curia, our town 
hall. Pompeii is a compact little city. No part of it is more than 
fifteen minutes walk from where we stand. 

“Our Forum — ^herc in front of us — ^is the centre of our 
religious, civil, pohtical and economic life. Nearly all our 
principal buildings are located here. Most of them arc of rather 
recent construction. The Temple of Jove was only completed 
some three or foiu: years ago. 

“We can boast many well-to-do citizens, but no one 
possessing a great fortune. I have no doubt diat Calpurnius 
Piso has more money than have all the residents of Pompeii 
put together!. 

“Our citizens make a fair profit on die not inconsiderable 
trade which flows through here. A well-known fish sauce 
invented locally, the monopoly of Pompeii, has also brought 
us some prosperity. We cannot complain about hard times 
here, and for that I’m grateful. 

“If you would care to sec our theatre, it’s only a few niinutbs’ 
walk.” 

The yoimg couple found their host instructive and interest- 
ing and were pleased indeed to sec Pompeii imder such expert 
guidance. Its thedtre, of Hellenistic design, was similar to 
the one in Corinth, but not as beautiful. It had seating for about 
five thousand spectators. Scats were all in the open; in case of 
rain a canvas cover was stretched across the entire theatre. 

Later, whilst driving back to Herculaneum, Daphne asked: 
“Dearest, of what nationality or, radicr, of what race is 
Nobilior?” 

“Greek,” repUed Glaucus. 

“I thought sol” she exclaimed. “His Greek sounded too 
good for any Roman. Yet I understood he was a Roman.” 
Her husband patiently explained. “Yes, dear one; he is a 
Roman and also a Greek. He’s Greek by race and Roman, 
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politically. There’s an interesting story about him, and I think 
it’s true. He was once the slave of a certain Roman patrician, 
Nobilius by name, who lives in Rome. Nobilior, by means of 
his intelligence, hard work and fidelity, rose to the position of 
business manager for Nobilius. He became well-to-do himself, 
and eventually purchased his freedom. Preferring Pompeii to 
Rome, Nobilior bought a house here — the one he now lives 
in — ^and settled down to the life of a gentleman of leisure. The 
‘or’ at die end of his name indicates his connection with 
Nobilius.” 

“He’s a fine man,” declared Daphne. “His house is very 
different from any average house in Corinth. It’s impressive 
and quite luxurious inside. But our Corindiijm houses arc 
much nicer; they haven’t that shut-in look. Its outside walls 
aie starkiv — without any windows. And inside, every- 

thing was built round the small courtyard and the big court- 
yard.” 

•A few weeks later Glaucus came to his wife with an un- 
usually grave expression on liis face. “Have you heard from 
home lately?” he asked. 

“No; 1 haven’t,” she replied. “Is anything wrong?” He 
turned his head to hide his sudden tears. 

. . . The impossible had happened. Corinth was captured 
and sacked. The Romans, maddened by the opposition 
oft'ered and beheving that Corinth’s citizens were to blame, 
showed no mercy. They decided to make an object lesson of 
Corinth to show the rest of Greece what would happen, if 
and when they dared to thwart the will of Rome. 

Corinth’s inliabitants were killed or sold into slavery; their 
works of art were carefully catalogued and removed; their 
beautiful city* was given to the flames. The works of art 
were sliipped to Rome, with the exceptum of a few sculptures, 
which were distributed to certain Greek allies of tlie Romans. 
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Mummius — ^the Roman General — ^was granted a triumph 
by the Senate. In his procession many of Corinth’s works 
of art were paraded through tlic streets of Rome. Among 
these was the statue of Herakles, from the Peirene Fountain, 
wliich had been a silent wimess to the courtship of Daplme 
and Glaucus. 

After the triumph, these works of art were disposed of. 
A few were retained by the Government, but most were 
sold at auction for the benefit of tlic Army treasury. Among 
them, the statue of the young Herakles. . . . 

. . . For some time Glaucus had been trying to awaken an 
interest in Greek art in the mind of his employer. Calpurnius 
Piso came to agree that works of art were a necessary part 
of a fine home. But he possessed none. 

Togedier, they paid one or two visits to art dealers in 
Ncapolis. When Glaucus informed him that few, if any, of the 
objects displayed were, in his opmion, first rank, Piso decided 
to await better opportunities. ’ 

News of the “Sale at Auction of Works of Art from 
Connth” was a splendid opportunity to build an important 
collection. The Greek told his employer such a chance might 
come only once in a lifetime, and persuaded him to attend the 
auction in Rome with a view to acquiring some of die items 
offered for sale. Piso, however, would not consider buying any 
work of art without the Greek’s opmion as to its quahty and 
suitability. So the two of them prepared to leave for Rome. 

Daphne, when told of the impending journey, begged to be 
taken along. 

At first Glaucus demurred. But Piso, a kind-hearted indi- 
vidual always ready to give happiness, said: “If you don’t 
mind a hard non-stop journey, you will be welcome. We 
shall ride to Rome, and plan to reach diere within three and a 
half days. I hope you are at home on horse-back?’’ 

“I have ridden a good deal,’’ Daphne assured him. “I’m 


320 



I’ORIRAII ()1 lAMlS C HRISllJ UN C. AINSliOROLR.ll 


(( hipki I II hill I (, III I I II li ml li III III 'll! I ] 





A Jourhey from Corinth 


certain I shall be able to keep up with you.” She looked 
appealingly at her husband. 

A few days later they were at Piso’s town house in Rome. 

. . . Many art objects were to be sold at the auction, which 
was due to start an hour after daybreak and continue until 
sunset. 

On the first day Piso bought several brcmze statues. He 
and Cilaucus were both surprised at the number of people 
present and the active bidding. Many items he bid for were 
lost to competitors who continued bidding after Glaucus 
decided the price was high enough. 

Before the beginning of the auction the Greek advised his 
cm plover to set a limit on each item. If others desired to bid 
above this limit they were welcome to do so. “It’s had psych- 
ology,” Cilaucus told him, “to keep bidding in a fluriy of 
competition. Most works of art are not priceless. There’s no 
point in paying more than a fair price merely because some 
iminstructed or stubborn person bids more thank’s worth. If we 
come across any original works by any of the great masters of 
three centuries ago, 1 shall advise that you forget about price 
and buy it — ^no matter how high. These bronzes — ^in fact, 
everything we have seen or bought today — arc modern copies 
and should be valued as such. Some of the bidders here will 
have a rude awakening if they ever try to rc-scll their acquisi- 
tions.” 

The auction was scheduled to continue for an entire week. 
Each day Calpuniius Piso and liis landscape architect arrived 
at its opening and stayed until it closed; and each day their 
list of acquisitions grew longer. 

Bronze statues were sold during the first three days, marble 
statues and miscellaneous items during the latter three days. 

Daphne went to the sal^ on its opening day and intended to 
be present when nurblc statues were being ^offered. She said 
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to her husband: “If our Hcraklcs is auctioned, promise me 
you’ll persuade your employer to buy it. The thought of our 
city’s treasures being dispersed among strangers saddens me. 
When I think of what has happened to our relatives and 
friends ...” She burst into tears. 

Glaucus, trying to console her, had to fight down the 
emotion wliich had shaken liim, day after day, as he saw the art 
glories of his native city brought to the auction block. 

On the final day of the sale, tlic statue of Herakles was one 
of the first works to be offered. Bidding was brisk and Glaucus, 
representing liis employer, did not enter the contest till only 
t^\"o or three bidders were left. Its price was already up to ten 
thousand sesterces. A few more offers brought it up to fifteen 
thousand. Piso’s bid was •successful at fifteen thousand five 
hundred. Two or three other purchases were concluded during 
that day, and thus the sale ended. Corinth’s art tred^ures were 
scattered to the four winds. 

I 

. . . “Well — ^how do you like our purchases?” Piso asked 
Glaucus as they walked through the narrow streets of Rome 
on their way back to his town house. 

“1 tliink you now have a good nucleus for a collection. 
Evcr)’'thing is of first-rate quality. True, they are modern: it 
was disappointing to find none of the original works of the 
old masters being disposed of. I suppose tlic Government, 
acting on expert advice, is retaining them all. We have seen 
some active bidding this week, but it is notliing to what would 
have taken place had there been an original work by Phideas 
or Polyclctus. A sculpture by cither one of these masters would 
have fetched a million sesterces.” 

Dapline was delighted to find tliat tlieir old friend die 
Herakles now belonged to Piso, and would be set up with 
other statues on his estate at Herculaneum. 
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“Jiist think,’’ she said; “once Hcraklcs is standing in the 
gardens we can sit beside him again — ^likc we used to do in 
Corintli. I don’t know whether I’m glad or sad ! In a way I’m 
glad he’s come to join us, but at the same time I’m sad he isn’t 
home in Corintli with everything Just the way it used to be. 
Do you think we’ll ever know wliat has happened to our 
friends and families, Glaucus?” 

“I doubt it, my dear one. Unless we meet an eyewitness. 
I still find it difficult to understand why I had such a strong 
presentiment to leave Corinth. Certainly it was due to Pro- 
vidence rather than to any logical thinking.” 

... A month later the Pcntelic marble stafuc of Herakles 
stood on a terrace beside a fountain, and overlooking the sea. 
Purposely Claucus set him as closely as possible to the way he 
had stood at Corinth. Nearly every afternoon, as the sun 
was settinp: he and Daphne met to sit a while beside their friend. 

“I wonder what Herakles is thinking,” she said happily one 
day. “He looks at us so steadily and gooi-hiimouredly — tliere’s 
something friendly about him. lie appears so competent — 
capable of performing the things he’s said to have done.” 

Glaucus smiled, and tightened his arm aroiuid liis wife’s 
slender waist. “He looks about thirty years old, and I suppose 
that is his actual age. It must be about cliirty years ago when he 
was fresh from die sculptor’s studio and set up in our Forum 
at Corinth. I’m just about his age, I wish I could hope to hold 
my strength and figure as long as Herakles will hold his! We 
cannot guess the future: maybe we shall outlive him, but it’s 
much more likely that he will outlive us. And he’ll still be 
looking, with diose kind and steadfast eyes, at people both 
young and old of distant generations. What strange sights 
Herakles may sec, and what new and different languages he 
may hear, wc cannot even guess. All we know, my dear one, 
is that at tliis particular* moment in ume we three arc con- 
temporaries.” 
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. . . Witliin a few years’ time Glaiicus set up in business for 
himself. As a landscape arcliitect and contractor he enjoyed a 
modest success. 

Daphne and he lived simply and happily together. And to 
the end of their hves never regretted making that momentous 
journey from Corinth. 

f 

. . . Successive generations of Pisos were born, grew old, 
and were eventually gathered to their fatlicrs. But the Herakles 
never seemed to grow old. In Herculaneum he still stood on 
the terrace, beside tlie fountain and looking toward the sea — a 
strong young man carrying a club and wearing a lion skin. . . . 

In the years to come a Roman Emperor, Nero, a friend of art 
if not of man, paid a visit to the luxurious villa of his friend, 
the young Calpurnius Piso of Herculaneum. 

He was welcomed cordially, entertained to lunch, ^ and after 
their siesta his host showed him round the estate 

Piso remembered a story told by his ancestors: a love story 
of a young couple named Glaucus and Daphne, and how 
the Herakles standing upon his terrace once stood iu the Forum 
of Corinth, a silent witness to dicir romance and courtsliip. 

Now, approaching the terrace, he entertained the Emperor 
with tliis story. 

Nero, who prided himself upon liis knowledge and love of 
Greek art, examined the statue carefully. “It is a good work,’’ 
he proclaimed, “and almost old enough now to be called an 
antique. I admire it far more than the older ‘Bearded Herakles’. 
There is a calm confidence in tliis young man that 1 find quite 
inspiring.” 

Calpurnius Piso was no diplomat, but he rose to the hint. 
“I would consider it a favour, Caesar” — ^lie bowed — “if you 
would accept this statue as a slight token of my regard and 
esteem. Both for you personally, for a'l you have done for art, 
and as a tribute to your own great artistry.” 
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His gift was accepted without further ado, and within a few 
days the Hcraklcs was once again on its road to Rome. 

. . . Nero’s new palace, at tliat time being built in Rome, 
was shortly afterward completed. When the Emperor moved 
in he announced : “Now I am housed as a man should be.” 

Piso’s gift was set up in die palace gardens among other 
works of Greek art. 

For some unknown reason, Nero took a great fancy to 
the young Herakles, and used this young man of marble 
as his audience when rehearsing roles he was going to play in 
the theatre. To his friends the Emperor explained: “Herakles 
inspires me. He overcame great difficulties siiGccssfully, and so 
will I. We appear to be about the same age, and I can claim 
that 'Hir fgures arc somewhat silnilar. Like me, he bears a 
good-humoured expression. We could almost be brothers.” 

. . . Within a few sliort ycais Nero was no longer Emperor. 
Idis palace was dismantled, his gardens became the site of new 
buildings and streets. 

The statue of I lerakles was moved once again, this time to 
the Campus Martins. There the young Hcraklcs observed 
Roman youths at their play and martial exercise. T imc passed; 
many Emperors rose to power, ruled wisely or badJ\ and then 
made way for their successors. 

And now Hadrian occupied the throne of the Caesars. 
Hadrian, the great traveller, had come to a time of life when 
the inconveniences of ancient travel made him loatli to take 
long journeys. He was an enthusiastic builder, and near Tibur, 
or Tivoli, began to build a country villa. One day the statue 
of the young Hcraklcs was moved there. 

Romans were noted as builders of homes, from simple 
country houses to thc^most ornate extensive and palatial 
coiuitry homes. Many generations of rich Romans vied with 
each other in adorning the landscape of their ancient world 
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with villas. Some of these — such as the Villa of the Papyruses 
at Herculaneum — were so grand and extensive, and held so 
many art treasures, that it is difficult for anyone of later 
generations to imagine such wealth and splendour. 

Hadrian set his mind upon building a villa to surpass 
everything ever created before. The site was wcll-choseii and 
covered some one hundred and eighty acres, about sixteen 
miles east of Rome. For a number of years the resources of 
Hadrian- -richest of Roman Emperors — ^werc devoted to tliis 
work until completed. 

The results staggered the imagination of his contemporaries. 
Even the “Golden House of Nero” seemed a cottage by 
comparison. The villa was so splendid and on such a vast scale 
that no Emperor or Roman millionaire could afford to live 
there. After Hadrian’s death, it was maintained as a show-place 
until the dissolution of the Roman Empire. 

Of Hadrian die traveller, Spartian relates: “He created in his 
villa at Tivoli a marvel of architecture and landscape garden- 
ing. To its different parts he assigned the names of celebrated 
buildings and localities, such as the Lyceum, the Arademy, the 
Prytaneum, Canopus, the Stoa Poikile, the Tempe; while, in 
order that nothing should be wanting, he even constructed a 
representation of Tartarus.” 

The edifice was truly on a gigantic scale; its largest room was 
one thousand and twenty feet long and three hundred and 
thirty feet wide. To walk dirough the villa itself took over an 
hour. It was, nevertheless, a quiet and restful place for the 
Imperial traveller, who was weary of long journeys. 

Its Latin and Greek libraries testified to its master’s love of 
literature; the vast collection of statues, paintings and other 
works of art to his taste and energy as a collector. Here were 
gathered more collector’s items than were ever assembled 
before or since. 

. . . Some sixteen centuries later the greatest King of a great 
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people built the largest and finest of modern palaces. If one 
has visited Versailles and Hadrian’s Villa at Tivoli, one may 
reach the conclusion that, great as was the achievement of 
Louis XIV, it was surpassed both in grandeur and in artistic 
quality by the villa of “The Little Greek”. After all, the King 
of France was only a King; his resources in money and in art 
could never match those of Hadrian. Yet with all the i/h- 
exampled grandeur and magnificence of Hadrian’s Villa one 
felt — everywhere — ^its classic charm and restraint. . . . 

Hadrian was the most sopliisticated of all Roman Emperors. 
Well-informed on almost every subject, he prided himself 
upon his Judgment and intelligence in matters of statecraft, 
economics, military matters and art. 

He did nnf over-rate his ability in these subjects. In statecraft, 
he was the first to sec tliat Rome was in danger of being over- 
extended ^militarily; so he shortened the Empire’s frontiers, 
which had reached tlieir greatest extent under Trajan. The new 
frontiers were chosen with an eye defence. The move 
marked die end of Roman expansion, which had lasted for 
five hundred years. 

Rome reached full maturity during Hadrian’s reign. A 
student of economics and political science, he relieved Rome 
from the biirdcji of war. Taxes were equalized, trade was 
stimulated through wise legislation and economic and just 
administration. He believed in seeing things with his own eyes, 
and althougli ancient travel was uncomfortable — even for an 
Emperor — he spent half of the eighteen years of his reign in 
travel. 

The greatest builder who ever lived, Hadrian was a 
capable architect and took an active part in laying out cities 
and designing buildings. As an art collector he has never had 
an equal before or since. Worshipping at the shriire of Greek 
art, he devoted much tiflic and vast su*iis of money in trying to 
encourage a Greek reviv^al, both economichlly and artistically. 
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In spite of all his efforts, however, Hadrian was unahle to 
rekindle die Grecian spark. Greece remained poor; industry 
and commerce failed to flourish; Greek sculptors and painters 
of his day were unable to rise above the artistic level of their 
own generation, which was by dien far advanced in the period 
of Greek decadence. 

ff 

The best Greek sculptors of Hadrian’s time were capable of 
making good facsimiles of works of the Golden or Silver 
Period of Greek art when ordered to do so — as is shown by 
the wonderful copy of die “Hermes of Praxiteles” at Olympia. 
This copy is so good that opinion is divided as to whether or 
not it is die work of Praxiteles. But it is probably an exact copy 
made by order of Hadrian to replace die original, which pre- 
sumably found its way to Rome probably in the time of Nero, 
since Nero had a house at Olympia and was a great admirer of 
the works of Praxiteles. 

Hadrian’s ovm taste in sculpture was inseparably part of the 
taste of cultivated men of his own generation. I le admired thb 
powerful works of Greek sculptors of the fifth century b.c. — 
the Golden Age, and of the fourth century b.c.- — the Silver 
Age. He liked the work of Hellenistic sculptors extending 
from the death of Alexander in 323 b.c. to liis own day. 

All first-class sculptors were Greek or pupils of Greeks. It 
was taken as a matter of course that Romans possessed no 
outstanding gifts in the fine arts. 

The statue of Hcrakles proved itself a great favourite of 
Hadrian’s. Had he Uved some five hundred years earlier he 
might have been less cndiusiastic about this work. Doubtless 
he would have objected to die weakness of die face. But he 
was a child of the late Hellenistic, and this disturbed him not 
at all. 

. . . The young Herakles was destined to remain at Hadrian’s 
Villa near Tivoli for a long time. During its first two centuries 
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this palatial residence was well maintained. Later on, however, 
the Emperors were not rich enough to keep it up. 

Four hundred years after Hadrian’s reign the famous edifice 
was partly destroyed by a barbarian army. The Dark Ages had 
set in and such a villa was of no use or interest to anyone. 
Dust of the centuries gradually covered most of it — in some 
places to a depth of tliirty feet. 

The Dark Ages were finally succeeded by the Middle Ages 
and these in turn by the Renaissance. Mankind was again 
enlightened. For the first time in a thousand years the remains 
of I ladrian’s Villa, which were still visible above the ground, 
attracted attention. 

A certain amount of digging for buried art treasures took 
place. Some were found, but the villa and its groimds were so 
vast onJ '"^'tensive that most of the works of art remained 
undiscovered. 

In the* latter half of the eighteenth century, however, 
excavations were again resumed. More treasures were un- 
itarthed, among them the statue of the young Hcraldes. This 
sculpture, fortunately, was relatively undamaged. 

. . . The 1 lerakles came into the possession of an aristocratic 
Italian family. Later it changed hands again, eventually to be 
sold in 1792 for six hundred pounds to an English nobleman — 
the Marquis of Lansdownc, who was then acquiring an im- 
portant collection of ancient marble statuary for his London 
home, Lansdowne House in Berkeley Square. 

He considered this Pentelic marble statue one of the gems 
of his collection, in which it remained for one hundred and 
sixty years. 

Then, like many other choice works of art, the young 
Hcraklcs from Corintli, silent witness to tlxc courtship of 
Daphne and'Glaucus, to worlds long since gone, and to man’s 
age-old struggles, followed the sun westward to die New 
World. 
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A Stroll along Minerva Street 

I N August of the year Ab Urbe Condita, 8io, Nero Aheno- 
barbus, or “Red Bcard’^ had been Emperor for two years 
and eight months. 

For centuries his character has been severely mauled by the 
historians. His/iamc became a synonym for ruthless cruelty; 
he was charged with die persecution of Christians, evil 
government and outrageous personal behaviour. He has, 
however, some apologists. Suetonius and Tacitus, the two 
foremost anti-Neronians, were sympatliizers with the political 
party which opposed Nero. Their treatment of the Emperor 
indicates a lack of objectivity and balanced judgment. * 

It is no doubt true that Nero’s personal conduct was bad; it 
is also true diat he had no interest in good government. Like 
many other rulers, he did not realize the responsibilities of his 
office, nor understand that rank and power were given him to 
protect the people he ruled. 

For the defence it may be said that his cruelty, when com- 
pared with the organized horror of the modern world, 
involved few people. His seizure of property is also modest 
when compared with the deeds of contemporary confiscators. 
The charge of buffoonery levied against him because he 
associated with actors and actresses and took part in tlic tlicatre 
and ballet is relatively unimportant. He was accused — no 
doubt justly — of gross personal extravagance. 

To Nero’s credit, however, is the fact that he! loved peace 
and loathed war; in other words,* he was a pacifist. His 
personal expenditure, excessive diough it was, meant less to 
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Rome than the cost of even a minor war. Much of this wealth 
was spent on fine buildings, works of art and public festivals 
to be enjoyed by the Roman people. 

His taste in art — or that of his advisers — was discriminating. 
Every work of art found and traced back to Nero has been 
of excellent quality and taste. The Empire was well admin- 
istered during liis reign. And, above all, Nero was both 
intelligent and magnanimous in his gift of Roman citizenship 
to die Greeks. 

. . . The Vicus Minerva in Ncapolis was lined with dealers 
in antiques and works of art. The Emperor strolled down this 
narrow street accompanied by friends. An cjithusiastic and 
critical collector, he seldom missed an opportunity to visit the 
art deab r i!i any cities through which he travelled. 

He was a rather stout young man of medium height, with 
a fair complexion, blue eyes and reddish blonde hair. Born on 
December 15th, a.d. 37, he was at the time of this incident 
tVventy years of age. 

... A marble statue of a deer attacked by hounds displayed 
in the show-room of Possildo — perhaps the leading art dealer 
on Minerva Street — attracted his eye. As Nero paused to look 
Possildo ventured to speak to liis Caesar. 

After offering his humble respects and devotion he volun- 
teered the information that this marble group was the master 
work of Dikretes, a Greek sculptor from Alexandria. 

The Emperor examined the work carefully, while his 
friends and the dealer anxiously awaited his verdict. It soon 
came. “Nothing to rave about,” he proclaimed. “The work is 
a little too stiff— it lacks artistic balance. The proportion 
between deer and dogs is wrong. It was a waste of time and 
money to sliip such a statue all the w^ay from Alexandria. I am 
sure there nkist be many a local stone-cutter who wouldn’t 
have done worse.” 

Having thus disposed of the work of Dikretes, Nero now 
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turned an observant eye on other works of art displayed in the 
show-room. Seeing nothing which excited liis enthusiasm, he 
asked whetlier Possildo had any real collectors’ items at hand. 
Perhaps somctliing in his back room, something the art dealer 
might be saving for an important collector ! Or maybe some- 
diing being held back as an investment? 

Possildo regretted that his collection contained no work of 
art worthy of such a discriminating collector as tlic Emperor; 
uiafortunatcly, his little shop had nothing else of importance. 

“Well,” said Nero, “you probably know what the other 
art dealers in Neapolis have. Is there anything of quality I can 
sec anywhere in these parts?” 

Possildo rhqught for a moment and then replied: “I can 
take Cscsar to someone who has a small marble Venus which 
might be of interest.” 

Nero said he would like to sec this statue, so the dealer led 
die way to a neighbouring shop. 

The Venus was a Pentclic marble statue, seven-eighths life- 
size, representing the goddess stepping out of the sea, wringin*g 
sea-water from her hair. 

Again there was an anxious wait wliilc the Cx'sar closely 
examined the sculpture. He soon gave his verdict. “A rather 
good work, pleasing rather than great, but good enough for 
me to ask its price.” 

“The price is seven thousand sesterces, Exalted Caesar,” die 
dealer, Trimalchio, told him. 

Nero pretended to fan himself, as tliough in need of air. 
Caustically he remarked that this statue was doubtless of 
Pcntelic marble, but he wondered if there was any gold hidden 
anywhere in it to justify such a price ! 

Trimalcliio dicrcupon launched into a eulogy of the work. 
It was an important piece of antique Greek art, he insisted. 

Nero questioned tliis statement, maintaining that die statue 
did not appear to be more than a hundred years old; which 
would hardly qualify it as being antique. Trimalchio admitted, 
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diplomatically, that his Emperor must assuredly be right, 
although he himself would have judged this work to be quite 
two hundred years old. 

“Well, Trimalchio, 1 will compromise with you and agree 
it is probably a hundred and fifty years old. But, mind you, 

I do not tliink this adds anything to its commercial value.” 

Realizing that the Ca'sar enjoyed bargaining, the dealA 
replied: “I have a reputation for fair prices, and would not 
reduce my price for anyone save such a discriminating collector 
as the Caesar. It will indeed be an honour for me to add a 
work of art to your fine collection ! I therefore offer you the 
Venus for precisely the sum I paid for it — four thousand 
sesterces.” 

“Done,” said Nero. “My secretary here will pay you your 
money. I'l^nse take the statue to an.addrcss he gives you. . . . 

1 would like you two dealers to keep your eyes open for any 
really impbrtant work of Greek sculpture. Such works 
arc becoming extremely scarce. Here, however, in a centre 
of the old Greek civilization, there are no doubt a few great 
sculptures still hidden away in country villas. They might, 
perhaps, be bought if a high price were oft'ered. Do you know 
of anything tliat is of top quality? Mind you, I don’t want 
rubbish.” 

Neither dealer knew of anything good enough for dicir 
Emperor, but promised to keep their eyes open. They asked 
for details of what period and which artist dieir Caesar was 
most interested in; whether he preferred bronze or marble; or 
if a painting would suit his taste as well as statues. 

Their questions gave Nero an opportunity to expoimd 
his views, theories and opinions on statuary and painlhigs. 

Other art dealers on the Vicus Minerva had heard news that 
their Emperor was visiting Trimalchio’s, ;md by this time a 
small, inquisitive group gathered outside tire little shop, and 
were privileged to hear their Ca’sar spcak. 

“I do not follow the views of any particlilar authority on 
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tliis subject,” the Emperor declared. “I am young, so naturally 
have not studied sculpture or painting over a long period of 
years. I have, all the same, had time and opportunity enough 
to form my own opinions, and get good advice from many 
teachers and autlioritics. But do not hold them responsible for 
riiy theories. 

• “I like sculpture better than painting. Tliis may seem a 
radical preference to you. Nevertheless, there are good grounds 
for my belief. To me, even tlic best of our paintings — works by 
Apelles and Polygnotus — do not attain the excellence of tlie 
best sculptures. There is a certain lack of freedom and power in 
paintings as compared with works in bronze or marble. Of 
course, paintings have an advantage in being profound studies 
in colour, light and shade. Even dicn, I prefer tlic finest statue 
to the finest painting. 

“I like best the statues made by Pythagoras; and next to 
him, those of Phidias. Next to Pliidias I like those t)f Myron. 
In my opinion, this period was the peak of Greek art. Ever 
since then the Greeks have gone downhill — very slowly at first, 
and then more rapidly. Scopas, Praxiteles and Lysippos are 
somewhat freer and more realistic in their working of marble. 
But they have lost some of that marvellous simplicity and 
majesty which ennobles the works of Pythagoras and his con- 
temporaries. 

“In die last three hundred years, 1 do not think Greek 
sculptors have produced a single statue of really first-iate 
artistic quality. It is true that botli on the Circck mainland, and 
on the islands, there have been many well-known and success- 
ful sculptors whose work has found a ready acceptance among 
all collectors. This, however, was more from necessity than 
from choice. 

“If a collector Hmitcd himself to the works of Pythagoras, 
he would have no collection — for such works arc unobtain- 
able. The people of Adicns would rSdicr their city was burnt 
down than lose difc statue by Pythagoras in their market-place ! 
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Our \culptors today — and even our dealers in sculpture — 
are all Greek. Any artist or dealer who is not Greek would 
have to change his name and call liimself a Greek in order to 
obtain clients. Dancing girls must be Syrian or pretend to be 
Syrian; sculptors likewise must be Greek or pretend to be so. 

“Today, there arc probably twenty sculptors for one such 
artist in the time of Pythagoras and Phidias. They all compete 
with each otlier for the prize of excellence; yet none of their 
work is comparable with that of Pythagoras, Phidias or 
Myron. Why is this? I offer you my humble opinion. Periods 
occur, in the development of every art. There is always a 
Primitive Period, a Golden Age, a Silver Age and a Period 
of Decadence. 

“No man can control the date of his birtli; therefore an 
artist bori in the Primitive Period* cannot be compared with 
one born in the Golden Period. Nor with another who was 
born in tli? Period of Decadence. I repeat diat an artist born in 
our age — which is an Age of Decadence — can never equal in 
equality the work of an artist of die Golden Age. I do not know 
die reasons for diis; nevertheless, we all recognize it to be die 
truth, even though most of our modern artists do not like to 
believe it. 

“I have spoken much about Greek art and made no mention 
of the art of my own people. I am as fond of Greek sculpture 
as any man, yet I freely admit never having seen a Greek 
portrait-bust which surpassed a good Roman one in life-hke 
representation. Tliis is the one branch of sculpture in wliich 
we Romans have nodiiiig to fear from anyone. I am speaking 
now of statues and paintings: not of architecture. 

“There are many fine buildings in Greece, yet I do not 
consider there is anytliing in that country which surpasses — or 
even equals — some of our Roman buildings. Wc Romans can 
claim equality with the Greeks in arcliitccture. 

“I prefer Greek marWe for sculptures. Statues worked in 
Greek marble appear more life-like dian thftse worked in our 
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Italian marble. The Parian variety ratlicr than the Pentelic is 
my personal choice, although it is claimed tlicre is but little 
to choose between them. 

“Do not ever try to scU me any sculpture as being Greek if 
I can see tliat the marble is Italian! I consider any statue 
nlade in Italy during the last century Roman — no matter if 
its sculptor was of the Greek race or not. A Greek statue is 
made in Greece, of Greek marble, always.” 

The art dealers and the small crowd of people who had 
gathered outside Trimalcliio’s Uttle shop respectfully applauded 
their Caesar’s eloquence. Then tliey stepped aside as, accom- 
panied by his friends, Nero continued his stroll along Minerva 
Street towards the beach. 

, , . The Pentelic marble, statue of Venus was placed in the 
peristyle of Nero’s great villa at Antium, where it was destined 
to remain for nearly nineteen centuries. During thif period of 
time the Emperor’s villa was invaded by both barbarians and 
the sea, and eventually buried beneath many feet of waten 
What was left of die structure and its contents rested there. 

About a century ago, a row-boat, which had gone out after 
a storm, drew near to the shore and its occupant, a kecn-cyed 
fisherman, noticed ^ glint of wliite in the dcpdis of the water. 
His curiosity aroused, die man was not satisfied until he 
recovered the object. It proved to be the marble torso of a 
woman. He took the statue to a local dealer in antiques, who 
purchased it at once. 

In die dealer’s opinion, which was supported by experts, it 
was an exquisite torso of a statue of Venus; and an ancient 
marble. The absence of head, arms and lower limbs was 
doubtless due to the zeal of early Iconoclasts, who considered 
it their bounden duty to destroy — or mutilate — ^all statues of 
pagan divinities. 

... In the yeafs that followed “Venus with die Looking 
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Glass’ , or “Aphrodite” as she is pernaps better known, found 
her way to Barsanti’s Galleria in Rome, and diereaftcr to the 
American’s ranch museum in Santa Monica, California. 

Is it too far removed from the realm of possibility to suggest 
tliat this torso of a small and delicately formed woman might 
be the remains of a seven-eighths life-sized statue of VcmiS, 
bought by die Emperor Nero fioin the dealer Trimalcliio of 
Neapolis, nineteen centuries ago? 

After all, she was found in the sea. And on the exact site 
where Nero’s great villa, which time and the elements have 
since destrtiyed, once stood. 
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I T was the tenth hour of the day, two hours before sunset. 
A group of citizens of Nola, a small town some twenty 
miles from NcapoHs, gathered together near die statue 
of Demeter, in die Forum, to discuss die choice of a suitable 
birthday gift for dieir Emperor, Augustus. The discussion 
proved lively — ^in keeping with the meridional temperament 
of Nola’s inhabitants. Augustus was revered, and the choice 
of a gift was far from easy. lie was fond of works of art— 
any first-rate collector’s item would be sure to please him, 
they knew. Such items, however, were difficult to find in die 
market, and still more difficult to buy, since the price of an 
important work would doubdess be far beyond their means. 

All classes of society were represented at die meeting, even 
to a senator with a Greek slave as liis secretary. There were two 
or three knights, but the majority of those assembled were men 
of the professional and tradesman classes. As was usual at such 
gatherings, a scattering of what might be termed ne’er-do- 
wells joined in the discussion: although diey could subscribe 
nothing but their time. The senator and knights were dis- 
tinguished from the lower ranks by dicir clodics: a broad 
stripe on the tunic for a senator; a narrow stripe for a knight. 

“A tapestry would be acceptable,” proposed a knight who 
praised die excellent workmanship and artistic design of 
tapestries woven at Alexandria in Egypt. Such works of art 
were fashionable, and Augustus would be sure to appreciate 
a first-class example, he maintained. Its price would probably 
be in the region of ten thousand sesterces. His sister had bought 
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such a tapestry for this amount not long ago — a panel ten feet 
by sixteen feet in size, representing tlic Calydonian boar-hunt. 

The Mayor of Nola said tliat there were many available 
tapestries, but only one Empress. A fine portrait-bust of his 
wife would assuredly give more pleasure to Augustus than any 
otlier work of art. This suggestion found favour, and a sub- 
scription of ten thousand sesterces for such purpose \\^s 
opened. 

After some furdicr discussion as to the procedure to be 
followed, a committee was appointed to select a sculptor — 
preferably a local artist- -and to arrange liis fee, the cost of the 
marble, transportation of the finished work, and, finally, its 
presentation to their Emperor. 

Tlirce of the assembled citizens, M. Porcius Elvitor, F. 
Marc'is I ahunal and J. Claudius Beron, were nominated and 
approved as members of the committee. They were charged 
with carrying out tins work at a total cost not exceeding ten 
thousand sesterces within die time-limit imposed by the 
Emperor’s birthday — ^which was about six weeks hence. 

The crowd dispersed wliile the committee conferred. There 
was only one local sculptor of repute. Their choice therefore 
lay between liim and odier artists of equal or greater repute 
living in neighbouring cities. Finally, diey decided to employ 
the local sculptor, Leochares, provided he could imd/rtake die 
work for a price widiin their budget. They decided to call upon 
him immediately. 

It was a few minutes past the clevendi hour, and the sun was 
already low in the horizon The western end of the Forum was 
shaded from die sun’s rays by die magnificent and recently 
built baths of Augustus. Its eastern end was still in sunlight, and 
this combination of light and shade lent interest and beauty to 
the many works of art and fine buildings which, with three 
acres of m^irble flooring, constituted the principal public 
square, or 'forum of l^ola. Statues, fountains, porticos, all 
richly suppUed, were mostly the work of contemporary artists: 
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or at least of artists living within the preceding century. The 
statue of Demeter was the one exception, being of Greek 
origin and some two hundred and fifty years old. 

The finest statue in Nola — a gift from Augustus— stood in 
the Shrine of Diana, where it was protected from the elements 
and also from public view. Only on ten days of each year was 
this shrine open to the public and the statue of tlie goddess on 
view. 

Life-sized, in Pentelic marble, Diana was depicted fitting an 
arrow to her bow, with an eager hound at her feet. The face 
of the goddess was tliat of a beautiful woman, yet such was the 
mastery and faith of the sculptor that even the most insensitive 
observer could feel that here was indeed die countenance of a 
divinity. 

The sculptor was Kalaniis. During die four centuries wliich 
had elapsed since the work was completed, it had commanded 
universal praise and admiration. That such a great and priceless 
example of die Golden Age of Greek sculpture w.as to be found 
in a small town like Nola was proof — even more so than iC> 
magnificent badis — of die affection in which Augustus held 
Ins birthplace and family home. It was often said that many a 
great city would celebrate a three days’ public holiday if tliis 
statue of die goddess ever came into its possession. 

The committee were deep in discussion of statuary as they 
approached die Shrine of Diana. Feron remarked that their 
task would be easier if Kalaniis were still alive, and still living 
ill Nola. They would dicn be assured of a great work of art 
as well as a good likeness. 

Elvitor rephed that he had never heard of Kalamis creating 
any living portraits. For a good likeness, he preferred con- 
temporary artists with dieir realism to the old Gieeks with 
dieir idealism. 

Lahunal did not speak. His mind was preoccupied with the 
distribution of the ten thousand sesterces set as a budget: so 
much for the marble block, so much for the sculptor. And then 
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there' was freight and liandling! He must find out how much 
the freight to Rome would be; and how long it would take 
to sliip die portrait-bust there. Should dicy transport the com- 
pleted work direct to Putcoli, take it with them on the boat 
from there to Ostia, and tlicn cart it to Rome? Or should they 
drive straight along the Via Appia and take the marble por- 
trait widi them? It all had to be planned very carefully indeed. 

In a few minutes dicy had reached the workshop of Lco- 
charcs and were enquiring for the master. Soon a short, 
stocky, middle-aged Greek stood before them. He was well- 
known to die committee, who lost no time in disclosing the 
nature of their mission. They impressed upon the «cuIptor that 
their budget must include not only liis services, but, in addition, 
the marble and dclivTry of his completed work in Rome within 
six weeks. 

Leocharcs was delighted to be entrusted with such an 
important*assignmcnt. It was a tribute to his character and skill. 

Ilis workshop w'as snull, since he did nmst of die w'ork 
himself, Ilis only help being two young apprentices. Three or 
four marble statues, examples of his art, were displayed for 
prospective clients. Copies of Greek works of the third and 
fiiurth centuries B.c., they lacked some of the grace and 
simplicity of the originals. But they were nevertheless fine 
examples of sculpture. 

Leocharcs, himself, preferred statuary of the fifdi and sixth 
centuries b.c. Most of his clients, however, prefeued w'ork of 
the third and fourth centuries b.c.. because it wras more re.ilistic 
and dramatic. It w.is a sopliisticated age, and the extreme 
simplicity of Greek sculptors of the fifth and sixdi centuries 
B.c. was rather too severe for Leocharcs’ clientele. 

Feron was the committee-man best versed in sculpture. He 
now entered into an animated discussion widi Leocharcs as to 
the type of portrait-bust they required It must be hfc-si/e, or 
seven-cighdis life-size: a striking likeness and a work of art 
at the same time. 
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This was always difiicult to accomplish, the sculptor 
declared. A faithful likeness was seldom a great work of art. 
A sculptor must put something into his subject in order to 
transform it from a mere representation into a work of art. 

Accepting this commission gladly, Leocharcs said that he 
would do liis utmost to satisfy both them and their beloved 
Emperor. There was, however, one difficulty to overcome. In 
order to secure a life-like portrait, it would be necessaiy to 
have at least one two-hours* sitting from the Empress herself. 
How could it be arranged? 

This presented an imexpectcd problem. After some dis- 
cussion, die committee decided to write to their Empress, 
explain the situation, and crave her indulgence in order to 
make such a birthday gift to their Emperor possible. No time 
was lost in dispatching this letter. 

After tliree days had elapsed, a reply arrived indicating that 
the Empress Livia would receive her subject, the sculptor from 
Nola, upon his arrival in Rome. 


. . . The Via Appia, leading straight from Nola to Rome, 
carried a heavy traffic in travellers and goods. Mounted men 
walked and trotted dieir horses to or from Rome, while the 
occasional messenger or post-carrier proceeded at a gallop, 
with frequent changes of horses av.iilable at post stations 
located every five miles along the road. Great two-wheeled 
carts with wheels six feet in diameter, dr.awn by two to four 
oxen, carrying frciglit of all descriptions, were a coi.nnon 
sight. Some of the country folk used wagons drawn by oxen to 
take their farm produce to the nearest market town. 

The Via Appia was only sixteen feet wide; just sufficient 
room for two big carts to pass each other. Carriages drawn by 
one or two horses were in common use; but a modem observer 
would have been astonished by the large number of pedestrians. 

Lcochares was familiar with this scene, having made the 
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journey on several previous occasions. Inns were frequent along 
the road, travel was easy, and after a pleasant ride of four days 
he arrived in Rome. 

. . . The House of the Empress Livia on the Palatine was a 
commodious villa such as any well-to-do Roman patrician 
might liave lived in, with none of die pomp and grandeur of an 
Imperial residence. 

Livia preferred life in die villa to life in their palace on die 
Palatine Hill, for it was quieter and more to her personal taste. 
Augustus spent as much time as was possible with his wife. 
They tried to live as normally as any ordinary married couple. 

At the main entrance of the villa :i jfiiardia — or doorkeeper — 
was in attendance. Leocliarcs showed liis Credentials — the 
letter he had received from Livia } personal secretary. Could 
the man find out when it would be convenient for the wife of 
Caesar to give him a sitting? he asked. The guardia directed him 
to wait. Witliin a few minutes he retumed with the informa- 
tion that the Empress would receive the sculptor at noon on 
the following day. 

At the stated hour Lcocharis was ushered into a comfortable 
but not ornate sitting-room. The sculptor from Nola presented 
liimself to his Empress, who had been engaged iu dictating 
letters to her secretary. 

Livia at thirty-five years of age was a typical Roman 
patrician, giving die impression of energy and distinction. Of 
medium height and slender figure, her features were regular, 
her eyes dark and penetrating. If it had not been for a certain 
expression of ruthlessness in her face, she might have been 
called beautiful. 

She smiled pleasandy, extending her hand in welcome to 
Leocliarcs, who immediately felt at ease. He had brought with 
him a wooden board and a small i 'k of clay — enough to 
model head, neck and shoulders. The Empress asked whether 
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she could continue to dictate while he made liis model. 
Leochares replied that it would be no handicap whatever, 
providing she could spare him an occasional minute or two of 
motionless sitting. 

Under the magic of the artist’s fingers the shapeless lump of 
clay soon began to take on a likeness of the Empress. In less 
than two hours die rough clay model was finished. 

Livia became increasingly interested as she saw diis likeness 
to herself emerging from the clay. As Leochares prepared to 
depart she complimented liis talent, and said she was eagerly 
looking forward to seeing the completed work. 

After covering die bust ividi a damp cloth in order to keep 
die clay moist, the sculptor carefully carried it out to the 
waiting carriage wliich was to drive him to a friend’s work- 
shop, where he had arranged to make a plaster cast from the 
bust. It would have been impracticable to transport a clay 
model from Rome to Nola. 

. . . Gcrontes, the Roman sculptor, examined die bust with 
professional interest when it was brought into his workshop. 
“You have secured a good likeness of our Empress,’’ he said, 
greeting his friend warmly. “Leave it widi me, and tomorrow 
morning you shall have your plaster cast.’’ 

He was as good as his word. Next day Leochares and die 
plaster cast were bodi on die Via Appia, headed for Nola. 

Back in his Uttle workshop, Leochares began the actual work 
of cutting the marble, A suitable block of Carrara marble of 
statuary quality had been selected, so, using the plaster cast for 
reference, his senior apprentice commenced to cliip the stone. 

Within a few days a rough oudinc of the portrait-bust was 
acliieved. Leochares then took over the work, wliich now 
required the skilled hand of a master of the sculptor’s art. 

Day after day, chipping and drilling continually, and using 
a great variety of tbols, the sculptor worked. Ten days after the 
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plaster model had reached his workshop the marble version 
was completed. 

Leochares studied die work carefully, anxious to observe if 
in the translation from plaster to stone any of the life-like 
quality and artistry of his clay model had not been transferred 
to the marble. Noting a few places, he proceeded to model the 
marble until satisfied diat he could do no better. 

. . . The committee, when informed that die work was now 
finished and awaiting their inspection, arrived without loss 
of time. 

Almost a niondi had passed, and the Emperor’s birthday was 
now only two weeks’ distant. They wanted to have Livia’s 
portrait-bust safely in Rome several days ahead*of the date, in 
order to nm no risk of delay. ^ 

“Well, gentlemen, what do you think of it?” asked Leo- 
chares with pride. 

The three men inspected the marble silently for several 
minutes. Feron, as always, was the spokesman. “I have seen 
our Empress only two or three times, and then only from a 
distance. As far as I can tell, this seems to be a good likeness.” 

The other members agreed. Discussion then began as 
to whcdier the portrait was a work of art in addition to 
being a good likeness. The sculptor listened aiixiv>usly. He 
was relieved when, after some reservation by Feron .is to the 
treatment of Livia’s hair, all unanimously agreed that in so far 
as tlicy were concerned, Leochares’ portrait was a work of art 
of satisfactory quality and good enough tor presentation to 
their beloved Emperor. 

The sculptor beamed. “Gentlemen, I have done many 
portrait-busts, and I honesdy do not think I have ever done 
a better one.” 

. . . The committee o^ diree men from Nola arrived at the 
Intendcnt’s office in Rome fifteen minutes before the time set 
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for their appointment witli Augustus. The portrait-bust of Livia 
was with them, carefully wrapped to prevent any damage. 

The Intendent greeted them courteously, directing that 
they wait for a couple of minutes. Then a Palace function- 
ary accompanied by two slaves appeared, and asked the visitors 
to follow him. 

“They passed through a doorway into a corridor leading 
into a guard-room some twenty by thirty feet in size. Here a 
group of soldiers were posted. The three men from Nola were 
searched for concealed weapons: a package carried by the two 
slaves was also inspected. The group then followed their 
guide into a large waiting-room filled with people who sought 
interviews widi their Emperor. Several clerks were busily 
engaged in prdeessing their requests. A loud hum of conver- 
sation filled the air. . 

The Palace functionary made his way through this room to 
a door at its far end, which, at a word from him, was opened 
by a guard. The committee then found dicmsclvcs in a second 
waiting-room, similar in size to the first one, only with fcw«r 
people present and a secretary’s desk in one corner. They 
passed directly through this room into a hallway. At a word 
from the Palace functionary, a huge Nubian slave opened a 
door. The three^men from Nola entered a fairly small, simply 
furnished room. This, they were told, was the private library 
and study of the Emperor Augustus. 

The room was empty, so the visitors took this opportunity 
of observing its furnishings. An Egyptian carpet of attractive 
but subdued design covered the floor. A representation of the 
Gardens of the Academy of Adiens, and portraits of the Seven 
Sages of Greece hung on the walls. Below cach'portrait was a 
favourite quotation of the Sage. Hardly had they finished their 
brief inspection when a curtain was drawn aside and the 
Master of the World entered. 

. . . Augustus at’thc age of forty-three was quite a handsome 
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man, tall and athletic in figure. He was dressed in the simple 
tunic worn by most men of his time for everyday wear; only the 
band of royal purple proclaimed its wearer to be the Emperor. 

The committee were introduced. They tlien proceeded 
to inform him that his citizens of Nola, holding liim in 
liigh esteem and affection and deeply conscious of the marty 
favours shown to them in the past, had, at a public meetiifg, 
voted to make this presentation on his birthday. It was but a 
slight token of their gratitude, respectful loyalty and devotion. 
They earnestly hoped their humble gift might find favour 
in their Emperor’s eyes. 

At a word from the Palace functionary Livia’s portrait-bust 
was revealed. 

Augustus studied the work of Lcochares’ with keen interest. 
After 1 minutes he said: “It is indeed a good likeness of 
my dear wife, Livia. I sincerely thank you and Lcochares, who 
is an artisf Nola can be proud of. Please tell my people of Nola 
that I am deeply touched by their remembrance of me, and 
tliat I hold them, as always, in my sincere affection.”' 

. . . The three men were escorted out of the Palace by the 
same route as they had entered. As tliey left the Palace precincts 
behind them, Feron, most imaginative member of the com- 
mittee, exclaimed: “What an experience it’s been ! F ice to face 
with Augustus Cxsar! What a great man he is; so kind, so 
simple and unpretentious. He seemed to be gcmr’nely touched 
by our gift. And by the thought tliat liis people of Nola hold 
him in such veneration.” 

His two companions nodded their agreement as Feron 
continued: “It’s been fortunate for Nola that he has so taken 
it under his favour! I was present when our Emperor — ^by 
divine intercession — escaped death in a great storm. Many 
around him*werc killed by the lightning bolts, but he escaped 
with no harm. Since tlfat occasion, ii has been said Augustus 
felt liis life was spared in Nola. 
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“Have you ever thought how ■fortunate we are to live in 
these times when all men arc united under our vsdse and 
beneficent ruler?” he asked his companions. “We know fiom 
history that iix the old days the world was divided poUtically. 
There were city-states and nation-states, each one jealous of 
it? political authority. States were allied with and against each 
other, and twenty armies stood ready to spring at each other. 
No man was secure from aggression — cither his hfc or liis 
property. 

“We Romans cannot hope to claim equaUty with the Greeks 
— or some of the odier races — in artistic achievement. But at 
least we can claim diat Rome has brought world peace and 
political union. And no one today has any fear of losii^ fife 
or property by aggression, unless he ventures into wild and 
distant regions beyond the reach of our law. 

“It’s true there arc barbarian tribes in diick forests beyond 
die Rhine and in die distant north, outside our unlbn. They 
are as uncivilized as the desert tribesmen far to die south, in 
Africa; they arc also beyond our borders. The distant Orient,* 
with its Persians, Indians, and Chinese, is outside our union. 
But there is no risk of their ever threatening oik territories. 
No one within a thousand miles of us is not part of die same 
state! 

“In the old days neariy every river marked a poHtical 
frontier, with soldiers keeping watch. And any traveller who 
crossed was searched and questioned. Goods and merchandise 
taken over the frontier were subject in most cases to heavy 
Customs duties, often causing delay and vexation. How 
could trade be expected to prosper and flourish under such 
handicaps? I’m glad we are living now, instead of in the 
old days. I only hope our successors continue in the same happy 
condition of peace and political unity that we now enjoy,” 
Feron concluded his oration to his understanding audience. 

The committee reached their inn, packed their luggage, paid 
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thdr bill, moimted their horses and headed cheerfully for 
Nola. As they jogged along they sang in unison a well-known 
travel song of robbers and Customs’ agents which had come 
down to them from the bad old days. 


. . . Leochares’ portrait bust of Livia remained in the villa 
of Augustus on the Palatine Hill in Rome. After Augustus 
joined his ancestors and his ashes had been placed in the 
great mausoleum in die Campus Martius, his home and its 
contents were maintained as a museum. As long as Roman 
power endured, this home of the founder of the Roman 
Empire was kept as a memorial. Its small size and lack of 
ostentation contrasted forcibly widi the magnificent palaces of 
some o^ his successors. 

After the fall of Rome the Dark Ages began. The Classical 
world, with its heritage of five diousand years of civilization, 
was replaced by a world of barbarians. The villa of Augustus 
•was of no use to them, and dust of the centuries .gradually 
covered it to a depdi of twenty feet. Since it had been built 
into a liillsidc, so that its rooms would be warm in winter 
and cool in summer, none of it remained above ground after 
a few centuries. 

As the chapters of history succeeded each other, gradually 
the barbarians were civilized. After a lapse of a thousand 
years mankind again became interested in the life of Augustus, 
who did so much for the Roman Empire, and of whom it is 
said that; “He found Rome brick and left it marble.” The 
patron of Virgil and Horace and inspirer of the glories of 
tlie Augusts Age became a revered memory. But several 
centuries were still to'pass before his villa was excavated. 

During these excavations a few marble sculptures were 
found, including a portrait bust of Livia. 
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“Ti ^INE is one of the very few portrait-busts of the 

I \ / 1 Empress Livia now extant which show her as a 
^ V JL young woman,” Getty broke the somewhat 
lengthy silence. 

The hot sun of Greece had bronzed liis face, his eyes were 
never bluer, liis serious expression was lightened by anticipa- 
tion as he went on: “Back at the ranch in Santa Monica, 
Mueller, I told you how Lhad acquired the Livia — together 
with the little torso of Venus. Both came from my usual dealer, 
Barsanti of Rome.” •• 

Cured of his sciatica attack and slimmer in girth after a 
course of stringent treatment at Ischia, the Dutchman looked 
up at the American. They were sitting on a stone step at the 
entrance to Pompeii’s impressive House of the Fawn in Via 
della Fortuna, whose original occupants had been swept into 
oblivion when Vesuvius erupted almost two thousand years 
ago. 

Pompeii, by day a hive of sightseeing activity, at dusk again 
became a deserted city. The guardia, on his patrol, stared with 
unconcealed curiosity at the two men on their improvised 
seat, absorbed in a sheaf of papers. “Crazy Americans!” He 
shrugged his shoulders, as if to ask who else could be crazy 
enough to spend hours in such discomfort ind widi no 
protection from the strong afternoon sun. 

Mueller’s eyes began to blink as he handed the many pages 
of typewritten manuscript back to his companion, “d’m sorry,” 
he apologized, “I didn’t hear what yoil just said. These stories 
are so vivid — they' transported me into other realms. I shall 
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always envy you that visit. to Greece. What an adventure! 
And how much ground you covered in that short spell. No 
wonder you were inspired to write ! To satisfy my curiosity, 
how did you find the time to write, as well as to research all 
the factual data in your stories? You were sightseeing all day. 
You must have worked every night and far into the night. ...” 

What would this man have been in life, wliat would Jie 
have achieved — as an individual— had he not inherited a vast 
business empire and the responsibilities great wealth carries 
with it? thought the Dutchman. 

Getty seemed to read his companion’s mind. “The trans- 
lation of thought into the written word has always fascinated 
me. Had I had the time and opportunity necessary to harness 
my meagre talent and my imagination, I might have devel- 
oped into a professional writer.’’ He went on: “I’ll share 
my secret with you, Mueller. I was always avid for learning — 
fired with an ambition to gain knowledge and have the 
audiority to relay it. In other words, in my youth I dreamed 
©f becoming a worthy, perhaps even a renowned^ college 
professor.” An expression of regret clouded his face. His voice 
dropped into such low pitch that the Dutch art dealer was 
compelled to strain his ears in order to pick up the American’s 
concluding sentence: 

“Even with the magic wand of great resources at one’s 
disposal, Mueller, one’s dreams rarely come true.” 
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162, 200, 206, 209, 212, 223 
Anhalt carpet, 127, 128 

Eaghen, P. Van, 31 

Edward VII (Coronation carpet), 86 

Effingham, Earl of, 89 

Egypt, King of, 128 

sister of, 128 

Elgin, Earl of, 114, 200, 203 

— Marbles, 114, 200-4 
Elizabeth, Lady, 261, 262 
Elvitor, M. Porcius, 339 
Europa, Abduction of, 65 

Fabrf, 168, 169 
Faustina, Empress, 250 

— statue of, 144, 145, 246, 250, 251 

— Temple of, 250 
Fedc, Conte, 130 

Feron, J. Claudius, 339^, 341, 345, 
347 , 348 

Feronia, Italic goddess, 271, 272 
Fesch, Cardinal, 16, 264 
Fcyrc, M. E., 230 
Flinck, Hermann, 23 
Foresto, Count, 209 
Forrer, Rudolph, 109-11, 129-34, 
203, 238 

Forsyth Wicks Collection, 152 
Fragonard, Jean Honord, 1 14 
Francis I of France, 136, 209 
French & Co., New York, 67, 76 
Frick Collection, 152 
Frisiani, Dr. Carlo, 231 

— Giovanni, 231 

— Luigi, 231 

— Paolo, 231 

— house of, 232 

Gainsborough, Thomas, 63, 91, 92, 
99, 104, 114, III, 118-22, 162 

“?erdita”, 114, 115 

portrait of James Christie, 63, 

93. 96-100, 104, 115, 133 
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Gale, Roger, 239 
Galilei, Galileo, 189 

Lamp of, T90 

Gallerani, Cecilia, 231 
Germain, Francois, 155 
.George III, 92, 119 
Gcrmanicus, 235 
Gerontes, 344 
Ghiberti, 204, 205 
Giambologna 

— Fontana dclle Scimic, 89, 196, 

198, 199. See Tacca. 

— Hercules and Nessus, 194 

— Rape of the Sabines, 194 

— Statue of Abundance, 196. Sec 

Tacca. 

Cosimo I, 194 

Giorgione, 207, 208 
Giotto, 21 1, 219 
Giovan»'^ L ..^venuto di, 226 

— da Bologna, 205 

Glaucus, 2J^-9, 291, 292, 294-7, 
299. 300. 304. 306, 309-15, 
318-24, 329 

Clobelin, Jean, 136, 139 

— “Chanccllcric”, 170, 171 

— factory, 136-40 

— Room, Scliloss Lmderhof, 184 
Goldsmith, Sir Julian, 103 
Gould, Anna, 163 

— George J., 164 
Gouthi^re, 74, 77, 107, 260 
Grant, Colonel Nisbet Hamilton, 204 
Gravclot, 9 [ 

Greig, James, 98 
Grenfell Collection, 229 
Gucrault’s Table. See B.U.R.B. 
Gulbenkian, Calouste, 224, 263 

— Collection, 2S4 

Hadrian, Emperor, 84, 130, 131, 
233, 243, 244, 246, 247, 256, 

257, 325-9 

Ostia, 257 

Tivoli, 325, 326 


Ha|enbcck, 59 
Hamilton, Gavin, 132 

— Place Collection, 103 
Hannibal, 272 
Harniensz, Harmen, 36 

Hearst, William Randolph, 153; 
“Jury and Justice” writing 
table, 169 

— mosaic floor, 153, 247 
Henri IV, 136, 137 

Henry VII, of England, oak panel- 
ling, 71 

Herakles, statue of, 108-10, 122, 
129-34. 144, 194, 256-8, 285. 
286, 320, 322-5, 328, 329 
Hercules, marble statue of. See 
Herakles. 

Hermes, by Praxkelcs, 243, 328 
Ilerodes Atticus, 255 
HiHingdon Collection, 263 
Hirsch, painter, 185 
Hitler, Adolf, 12, 148, 166, 185, 236 
Hoboken, Charles van, 26, 31, 34, 
36, 48 

Holford. Sir George Lindsay, 13, 14 

— family, 16 
Homer, 275, 308 
Horace, 349 
Houdon, 165, 245 
Humbert, King of Italy, 234 
Huy sum, van, 69, 159 

II Pacchia. See Pacchia. 

Iran, Shah of, 128 
Ismail, SLili of Persia, 124 
Iveagh, Lord, 151 
Ivy, 96, 97, 100 

Jacquemart Andre Collection 
167 

Jaime, Don, 62, 69, 159-61 

daughter of, 62, 1 59 

Jansen s, I 54 » 155 » 158, 237 
Jenkins (art dealer), 130 
Joseph 11 , Eiflpcror of Austria, 231 


355 



Collector s Choice 


Josephine, Empress, 68, 172 
Jossc Collection 

— bureau plat, 168, 169 
Jules, chef, 165 

Julia, daughter of Augustus Cicsar, 

84 

Jupiter, 274 

— Temple of, 276 

Kalamis, sculptor, 240, 340 
Kalf (“StiU Life”). 16, 62 
Kat, Dr., 36-42, 44. 45. 49 
Keyser, Thomas de, 45 
Kimdig (bookseller), 175-7, 188 

Lacroix, Leon, 75, 126, 157 
La Fontaine, Jean do, 64 
Lahunal, F. Marejus, 339, 340 
Lamb’s Auction Rooms, 119 
Lamerie, Paul dc, silversmith, 6p 
Landowski, 138 

Lansdowne, Marquess of, 104, 108, 
no, 130-2, 329 
Lastman, Pieter, 52 
Lawrence, Sir Thomas, 99 
Lazzaroni, Baron, 230 
Le Blond (weaver), 171 
Le Brun, Charles, 137 
Leda and the Swan, 132, 134, 251 
Lcleu, cabinet-maker 

— secretaire, 151 
Lely, Sir Peter, 69 

Levy, Mr. (of Cameron’s), 168 
Lcocharcs, 341-5. 347. 348 
Leurides, 310, 31 1 
Lichtenstein, Prince of, 177 
Livia, Empress, 339, 342-5. 347 

— house of, 254, 256, 343 

— portrait bust of, 84, 256, 339, 

341-7. 349, 350 

Lodovici the Moor, Duke of Milan, 
231. 232 

Londesborough, Countess of. Col- 
lection, 148 
Looten, A., 39, 40 

— Charles, 35, 45. 49^ 


Looten, Dirck, 32, 33 

— Jacob, 32 

— Marten, 26, 31, 32, 45. 48. 49; 

portrait of, 13-16, 19-23, 26, 
30-2, 34-6, 38-49, 62, 96, 126, 
146, 162, 264; the letter, 34. 
36-8, 40-4 

Hall of, 36. See P. Eaghen. 

Lorenzetto, marble Virgin, 234 
Louis XIII, Savonneric carpet, 157 
Louis XIV, 62, 63, 66, 137, 327 

— portrait “Showing a Leg”, 62, 

63, 143, 144, 159-61, 178 
Louis XV, Carlin gueridons, 82 

— Dubois comer pieces, 15 1 

— lacquer tabic. See B.U.R.B. 

— period, 66 

— Room, Santa Monica, 63 
Louis XVI, bureau. See Molitor. 

— Carlin secretaire, 76, 114 

— Lelcu secretaire, 151 

— Room, Santa Montja, 74 

— Weisweiler secretaire, 77 
Louis-Pliilippc, 157 

“Loves of die Gods”. See BouchcT. 
Lubomirska, Countess, 

Ludovisi Collection, 245 
Ludovisi Throne, the, 245, 246 
Ludwig II of Bavaria, 179-82, 184, 
185 

Lugt, Fritz, 31 
Lups, Cecilia, 34 
Lyceus, 274 
Lysippos, 129, 130, 334 
Lysons, D. and S., Magna Britannia, 
240 

Mackay, Clarbnqe, 86 
Macs, Nicholas, 23 
Magellan, Ferdinand, “Maiden Voy- 
age to South America”, 176 
Magnin Collection, J75 
Maintjnon, Mmc. de, 157 
Maksud of Kashan, 123 
Manley Hall Collection, 103 



' Inde} 


Marefoschi family, 130 
Mariaiio, Miss (Nicky), 220, 223, 
224, 248, 284 

Marie Antoinette, 157, 260 
Markova, 172 

Marlborough, Duke of, 112 
Mart, Captain de la, 125, 126 
Martini, Francesco di Giorgio, 219 
Marquez, 60 

— Peter, 60 

— Pcrfecto, 61, 62 

Massimo, Prince Vittorio, 269-71 
Maximian, Emperor, 242 
Maximilian II of Bavaria, 1 80 
Maximus, Emperor, 269 
Medici, ( 2 osinio dci, 211 
Meiidl, Lady, 172 

Mensing, Anton W. W., 13-16, 
39. 43 

Mettcrnicii, Count, 263 

— bureau, 2^ 

Michaclis, Elgin Marbles, descrip- 
tion of three, 201-3 
-•Faustina, description of statue, 

144 

— Heraklcs (Lansdownc), descrip- 

tion of, 129 

— Leda and the Swan, description 

of, 132 

Michelangelo, 194, 205, 236, 243, 

245 , 

— Baths of Diocletian, 243 

— “Moses**, 243 
Michel, Emile, 45 
Miron, Francois, 136 
Misenus, 275 

Molitor, B., cabinet-maker, 148 

— bureau, 74, 76^ 107, 113 
Moretto da Breschia, portrait of a 

lady, 282, 283 
Morgan, Pierpont, 19, 46 
Morone, Domtnico, 218 
Mueller, 12-28, 31, 32, 34, #36-45, 
47, 48. 51. 53-80, 82-90, 92-7, 
99-106, 108, 109, 111-18, 


121-9, 131-4, 136, I3». 139, 
T4T, 143-7, 149-52, 154-7, 
159-63, 166, 167, 169-88, 
190, 191, I93-20I, 204, 206- 
IJ, 213-16, 225, 227, 229, 
230, 232, 234, 236-8, 240-2, 
245-9, 251-4, 258, 260, 261, 
264, 265, 267-9, 273, 274*, 
276-84, 350. 351 

Muminius, Roman general, 320 
Myron, 204. 334, 335 

— Discobolus, 204 

Neptune, Fountain of, 194 

— Temple of, 276 
Nash, Beau, 92, 118 

Nero, Emperor, 84, 85, 324-6, 

330-7 

— villa of, 259 
Nicola, Giacomo di, 210 
“Nicky**. See Mariano. 

Niobe, 245 

Niobia, The Wounded, 245 
Nobilior, 314-19 
Nobilius, 319 

Oebln, cabinet-maker, 148 

— bureau du roi, 263 

— mechanical table, 167, 168 
Oppenoord, Gilles-Marie, 154 
Orpheus motif, 252 
Oudry, Jean-Baptistc, 64, 141 

Pacchia, Girolamo del, 207, 209, 
210, 226, 227 
Palma Vecchio, 208, 209 
Parker, Claude, 61, 62 
Partridge & Sons, Frank, 68, 104 

— Claude, 106 

— Frank, 106, 107, 151, 168 
Pascinotti, Antonio, 189 
Passetto*s restaurant, 247, 264, 265, 

267 

Patroclus, 228 
Pausanias, 129, 284 
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CoUictors Choice 


Pembroke, Earl of, Collection, 144 
Pender, Sir John, 103 
Pepys, Samuel, 92 
Perdita, portraits of, 114, T15 
Pericles, 297 
Perseus, by Cellini, 194 
Pesselino, 218, 228 
Pheidias, 204, 334 , 335 
Pkocus of Tithorea, 275 
Piccinino, Niccolo, 229 
Pickenoy (“Portrait of an Unknown 
Lady”), 16, 62 
Picot Collection, 230 
Pierre, butler, 165 
Pindar, 245 
Pisano, Andrea, 205 

— Giovanni, 190 

— Nicolas, 190 • 

Piso, Calpumius, 311-13, 315, 318, 
3202, 324 
Pius IV, Pope, 243 

— XII, Pope, 232, 233 
Planche, Francois dc la, 137 
Plato, 265 

Pliny, 237, 246 
Poclcnburgh, 161 
Poggi, Professor Giuseppe, 23 1 
Poldi Pezzoli Collection, 124, 223 
Polyclctus, 322 
Polygnotus, 334 
Pompadour, Marquise dc, 142 
Porgeis, Jules, 67, 150 
Portala, Caspar dc, 60 
Possildo, 331, 332 
Potocki, Count Alfred, 260 
Praxiteles, 334 

— the Hermes, 243, 328 
Psyche, Legend of. See Boucher. 
Puccini, Giacomo, 191, 268 
Pythagoras, sculptor, 334* 335 


“Reliquiae Galcnae”, Bibliotheca 
Topographica Britamica, 240 
Rembrandt van Rijn, 14, 15, 17-26, 
31, 32, 35-44, 46-8, 49-52 
Reynolds, Sir Joshua, 92, 99, 1 13-15, 
118 

Rice, Mrs. Hamilton, 64 
Rickevorscl, Dr. van, 41 
Riesencr, cabinet-maker, 148 

— commode, 223 

— table, 78, 151 

Rigaud, Hyacinthe, 62, 69, 143, 
159-61, 178 

Robinson (art dealer), 125 

— Perdita. See Perdita. 

Rockefeller, John D., Jnr., no 

Collection, 152 

Rodin, 95, 162 

Rodolfi family, 211 
Ronmey, George, 92, 99, 114, 115, 
1 18, 162, 223 

“Duchess of Qimberland”, 

162 

Romolo and Remo, piazzalc, 255 ^ 
Ronsard, Pierre de, 136 
Rosenberg and Stiebel, antique 
defers, 146, ^47 
Rothschild, Baron de, 263 

— Alfons de, Baron, 77 
Baroness, 82 

— Edmond de. Count, 145, 146, 

T51. 263 

— Eugene de, Baron, 81 
— James dc. Lord, 263 

— Louis de, Baron, 81 

— Maurice dc, 263 

— Nathaniel de, Baron, 77 
Rutgers, Christmc, 31, 32 

Ruts, Nicholacs, 19* 23, 35, 44, 46, 52 
Ruysdacl, 48 


Rabelais, 136 
Rancouriel, V. Abbati, 132 
Raphael, 69, 161, 209,^211, 234 
Rdcamier, Mme., 143 


Sackville, Dowageb Lady, 162 
Safi-ud-din, Sheikh, 86, 123, 124, 127 

— Mosque of, 86, 123-5, 

— carpet, 86, 123, 124, 127 



Index 


Samuels, Mitchell, 76, 147, 237 
Sargent, John Singer, 113 
Sassetta of Siena, 225, 226 
Savonarola, Girolamo, 19^ 

SchifF, Jacob, 75 
, — Mortimer, 75 
Schubring, 228 
Scopas, 334 

ScyUa and Charybdis, 308 
Serapis, Temple of, 257 
Shelboiime, Lord, 132 
Simone, Giovanni di, 190 
Six House, 30 
Sorolla, 162 
Spartian, 326 
Spellman, Cardinal, 193 
Spink & Son, 104, 108, 109, 122, 
128, 129, 132, 134, 144, 200, 
238 

Spiridon C < ^lection, 230 
Spreckel Collection, 152 
Stcinmayer Collection, 230 
Sterck, Dr., 37, 40-2 
Stiebel, 145, 146, 15 1, 152, 166, 167, 
261-3 

Stokes, Rev. Dr. H. P., 239 
Suetonius, 330 
Swanenburch, Jakob van, 52 

Tacca, 89, 195, 196, 198, 199 
Tacitus, 330 
Talleyrand, 116 
— duchesse de, 163, 164, 166 
Texans, the, 156-8, 160, 163 
Thco, 289-91 
Thucydides, 265 
Thynne family, state coach, 116 
Tiberius, Empcr4)r, 84, 235 
Tilliard tapestry, 76 
Titian’s “Venus”, 213 
Titus, Emperor, 246 
Trajan, Emperor, 242, 327 
Trevise, due cfc. Collection, j[ 72 
Tribolo, landscape gardener, 195 
Trimalchio, 332, 333, 337 


Tuik, Mr., 141 
Turner, 112 

UcELLO, Paolo, 228, 229 

School of, 207, 229 

Uijlcnburgh, Hendrick, 41 

— Saskia van, 52 
Ulysses, 299, 300, 308 
Urban VIII, Pope, 233 

Vaccarino, Paolo, 193, 194, 196, 
214, 225 

Valentiner, Dr., 69, 260, 261 
Vanbrugh, 112 
Vandcrlyn, 69 
Van Marie, 228 
Vanvitelli, architect, 283 
Vecchietta, 219 , 

Veneto, Bartolomeo, “Lady Play- 
• ing a Guitar”, 207, 227, 231 
Veneziano, Domcmeo, 219 
Venturi, Lionello, 208, 228 

Storia dell* Arte Italiana, 208 

Venus, torso (Venus with the • 
Looking-glass), 84, 85, 256, 
259f 332r 333, 33^, 337, 350 

— of Cyrenc, 246 
Verge, 168, 169 
Vcmansal, G. L., 171 
Vespasian, Emperor, 275 
Vetli, Jan, 44 

Victor Emmanuel II, King of Italy, 
234 
Vien, 143 

Vinci, Leonardo da, 138, 232 

Virgil, 275, 349 

Vondcl, Joost van den, 32 

— documents, 41 
Vouet, 137 

Wagner, Richard, 182, 184-6, 268 
Wallace Collection, 76, 79, 114, 
145, 167, 263 
Walters, Collection, 151 
Watteau, Jean Antoine, 114 
Weisbach, 2IS 
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Collectors Choice 


V^-isjy^eilcr, Adam, cabmet-maKcr, 
148 

— secretaires, 77, 82, 151 
Whistler, James, 79, 125 
White’s Club, 261 
Wilhelm II, Kaiser, 114 
Wilham IV, silver, 69 
Wilson, 97 

Windsor, Duke of (settee), 154 
Wolff, Elsie dc, 172 
Wyatt, James, 116 


Xlnophon, 265 

Yprkes,* 125 

ZtTHUS, 274 
Zeus, 274 

Zi Teresa, lestaurant, 279, 280 
Zuallardo, Giovanni, It Deuottssinw 
Viaj^io di Gerusatemme, 176 
Zweitcn, Jacob van, 41, 42 
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